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HERE need be no apology for publishing 
this selection of sermons by the author 

of In the Hour of Silence, and the other devo- 
tional books by which Alexander Smellie won 
fame and affection far outside the bounds of his 
own Communion. For years friends had urged 
my husband to give them a book such as this. 
With the humility that was characteristic of him, 
he withheld what they asked, referring them to 
what he termed great men’s sermons. During 
the last months that he lived we spoke of it to 
him and he agreed that some time soon he would 
prepare a book. This work has been attempted 
by others and doubtless bears evidence that the 
master-hand was not permitted to add its finish- 
ing touches. But to those who knew him only 
by what he wrote, who have never listened to the 
beautiful plangent voice, it will indicate that his 
sermons were literature as truly as his books, and 
they will realize that with the author’s death 
there passed from our midst a veritable prince of 
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SUNSET GLORY 


I 


‘“‘T was in the isle. . . . I was in the Spirit.’”’—Rev. i. 9, 10. 


OHN’S sentences might be translated, “‘I came 

to the isle ” and “I came to the Spirit,”’ or 

““T found myself in the isle”? and at the same 

time “I found myself, to my great satisfaction 

and joy, in the Spirit.” In both phrases he avoids 

the word for continuous and absolute being, and 

he chooses a word which describes a particular 

episode and a distinct experience in the chequered 
story of his life. 

He came to the island. God’s hand, as well as 
Domitian’s, had sent him to Patmos, the uninvit- 
ing rock out in the Aigean Sea. It seems strange 
that John should be led to such a destination. 
Long ago, when he was young in years, he had 
come to the cave beside the Jordan where Jesus 
had His temporary dwelling, and, a few spring- 
times later, to the Upper Room where he lay on 
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his Master’s breast at supper, and, soon after- 
wards, to the Hill of Reproach where he stood 
beside Mary the mother underneath the Cross. 
After the Resurrection he came to the help of 
Peter, and in Jerusalem the two wrought miracles 
in the name of Christ, and faced the angry San- 
hedrin, and made the acquaintance of prison- 
chambers in Jerusalem. Then, when life had 
run and he was growing old, he came to Ephesus, 
to carry forward and intensify and deepen the 
work of Paul in the great Asian city. And now, 
in the frailties of age, he had come to this place of 
banishment, and was forced to do his day’s darg 
with other exiled men in the marble quarries. 
It does look a mysterious and unaccountable con- 
summation; but he never doubted that, as a 
divine wisdom and love had brought about the 
previous comings in his biography, so this one, 
too, was arranged by the Hand that never errs 
and the Heart whose tender mercies are un- 
fathomable and infinite. 

Indeed, he had convincing and overflowing 
proof of it. For, when he came to the isle, he 
came also to the Spirit—the Spirit of grace and 
of holiness and of God, the Spirit who enlightens 
and empowers and comforts. Of course he had 
been familiar with the blessed Spirit before ; 
since Pentecost he had never lost His fellowship 
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and His wealth, as Galahad never was deprived 
of the presence of the Grail. But now he dis- 
covered himself in the midst of new visions, 
truths, raptures, consolations, which the wonder- 
working Spirit imparted. He learned, better 
than he had yet learned, how much the Holy 
Ghost can reveal to a teachable mind and how 
marvellously He strengthens a believing soul. 
It was worth while coming to the restrictions and 
contumelies of Patmos to reap compensations 
like these. 


** Earth cannot bar flame from ascending, 
Hell cannot bind light from descending, 
Death cannot finish life never-ending. 


O St. John, with chains for thy wages, 
Strong thy rock where the storm-blast rages, 
Rock of refuge, the Rock of Ages.” 


*“T found myself in the isle. I found myself 
in the Spirit.” Let us take the words as setting 
forth the contradictions, the contrarieties, the 
opposites, with which the Christian life is ac- 
quainted. A superficial view shows us every- 
thing unfavourable; a profounder and more 
intimate view proves that the Grace of the Lord 
Jesus Christ, and the Love of God, and the Com- 
munion of the Holy Ghost were never more 
abundantly bestowed, The Father’s child is 
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compelled to ask, “Is my gloom, after all, shade 
of His Hand, outstretched caressingly ? ” 

Now, to begin with, there is here the contrast 
between circumstance and character. 

The surroundings are adverse. This rocky 
island, not quite thirty miles round, thinly in- 
habited, where one’s only companions were other 
imprisoned men, some of whom were hardened 
and reckless, and some soured and embittered, 
and some hopeless and desponding: it was not 
the home which John would have preferred for 
himself. Nor did Martin Luther greatly desire 
to be shut up within the castle walls of the Wart- 
burg, at the very time when the cause of the 
Reformation in Germany seemed to require his 
encouragement and his activity; nor did John 
Bunyan hunger after the jail on Bedford Bridge, 
where he was sundered from wife and children 
and from the task in which he delighted—of 
preaching the Gospel; nor was Madame Guyon 
anxious for the dark and cramping dungeon in 
the Bastille. And still the disciple’s environ- 
ment may in itself be depressing, harsh, unlovely 
—very often is so. None of us, if he had his 
choice, would select a sick-room for his dwelling- 
place and sphere ; and yet we know children of 
God whom He sends for months, and frequently 
for long years, to the endurance of bodily weak- 
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ness and pain. None of us is enamoured of the 
daily fight against poverty and the continual 
struggle to maintain one’s independence and to 
win an honourable livelihood ; yet it is the small 
minority who enjoy ease and affluence ; for the 
most part, the heirs of the Kingdom, like the Lord 
of the Kingdom while He was here, have no 
treasure laid up on earth. The air iscold. The 
winds blow sharp. ‘The circumstances do appear 
unpropitious and hostile. 

But all depends on the character which we 
carry with us into our Patmos. It is the soul 
which matters ; it is not the atmosphere. It is 
men and women who count ; it is not the setting 
in which you find them. There have been slaves 
on thrones, and there have been kings and queens 
in shackles. John brought the Spirit with him 
to the island ; and in the island the Spirit dowered 
him with fresh possessions and led him to more 
towering heights. So Luther’s Wartburg seclu- 
sion was appointed of God, that the busy reformer 
might have leisure to translate the Bible into 
the mother-tongue of the German people; and 
John Bunyan lighted on the Den in the Wilder- 
ness that he might dream in it his matchless 
dream of the King’s highway and the pilgrims 
to the City ; and Madame Guyon was well pleased 
to be a prisoner, because the stones of her cell 
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sparkled and glowed like rubies. There have 
been sick-beds, hundreds of them, from which 
the Gospel of God’s upholding and beautifying 
and perfecting grace has been preached more 
alluringly and more conqueringly than from any 
pulpit. There have been souls never free from 
the struggle for a competence, that have been 
garrisoned with peace and radiant with joy. It 
was because they were born again by the Spirit. 
It was because He lived in them, and talked with 
them and ruled over them. It was because He 
so employed and transformed the unfriendly 
circumstances, that these became their helpers 
and not their adversaries, their meat and not 
their poison, their crown and not their curse. 

Have we the character which rises above every 
fetter and every disability ? Not the careless 
character, which merely closes its eyes and will 
not consider. Not the stoical character, which 
is too proud to acknowledge any annoyance or 
defeat. But the character which is the creation 
of the Holy Spirit of God, and which goes from 
strength to strength, because He leads it on. 

Let us go to another phase of our subject. 
There is the contrast here between limitation and 
liberty. : 

We have been thinking of the outward con- 
finement which the island imposes, and of the 
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tyranny of our external surroundings. But there 
are trammels which are inward. There are 
Patmoses of the mind no less than of the body 
and of the worldly estate. Translated from the 
bustle and variety and exhilaration of Ephesus 
to this rock in the Aigean, John might suppose 
himself deprived of intellectual stimulus and left 
to a dull and stagnant existence. Heunderstood 
God’s resources better than to entertain the 
melancholy delusion ; but many of us are not so 
happy. We feel as if we were excluded from 
rich regions of thought, of imagination, of learn- 
ing, of truth, which are open to our more fortunate 
neighbours. It never will be ours to tread the 
streets of the populous city of speculations and 
ideas, never ours to look abroad over the far- 
reaching landscape of art and letters and science 
and research, never ours to climb the splendid 
mountains of philosophy and religion. We have 
come to the narrow and insignificant isle, and in 
the isle with its scanty access and inexorable 
boundaries we seem fated to stay. 

But there is an escape. There is a remedy. 
It is to come to the Spirit. I believe that nothing 
is so potent as a spiritual awakening, a true heart 
change and conversion, to develop every part of 
a man’s faculty and nature. The eye is quickened 
by it to discern ; the ear is made willing to listen 
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and is rendered acute; the mind is unsealed to 
knowledge ; the tongue becomes able to express 
what has been seen and felt. Many a time the 
Gospel and the Holy Ghost have selected men 
whose mental horizon was very circumscribed, 
and have introduced them to a great and fruitful 
world. The apostles, who have stamped their 
impress on all the Christian centuries, were 
originally Galilean fishermen and Roman tax- 
gatherers. Hans Sachs, the “ Meistersinger ”’ of 
Nuremberg, whose hymns gave expression to the 
highest aspirations of the Reformers, was but a 
shoemaker’s apprentice at the outset. The seer, 
who showed us the Interpreter’s House and the 
Palace Beautiful, who painted the siege of Mansoul, 
and the victory of Prince Emmanuel, was a 
tinker’s child, his father’s house being of that 
rank that is meanest and most despised of all 
the families of the land. What happened to 
them, to lift them to such intellectual freedom 
and majesty ? What gave them their spacious 
outlooks and their royal powers? Why, faith 
entered their souls. God, the Spirit, possessed 
Himself of their deepest and most central being ; 
He made them thinkers, poets, missionaries, 
prophets. Just as faith and the Spirit will 
elevate a backward country like New England or 
Scotland above the grandeurs of Italy and Spain, 
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so they can work miracles of mental enlargement 
for you and me. 

And it is impossible to exhaust these gifts of 
the Holy Ghost. John had them in exceptional 
measure before he saw Patmos; but in the 
island they were showered on him more amazingly 
than ever. From the world of human history 
and world of divine purpose and plan the curtain 
was rent away, and the Spirit disclosed both 
worlds to his gaze. Have you not known similar 
instances—Christians who as they walked with 
God gained an extraordinary sagacity and 
wisdom, ay, and a singular persuasiveness and 
music of speech to commend their discoveries 
to others? “‘ What once were guessed as points 
they now know stars,” and they draw many to 
these heavenly stars by the prevailingness of 
their appeal. God enroll us among them, that 
instead of limitation we may have insight and 
influence and liberty. 

I pass on. There is the contrast here between 
trouble and trust. 

Girding little Patmos round and round, and 
visible every day to those who were sentenced 
to remain on the island, was the sea. And the 
sea is the very synonym of unrest. In its quietest 
moods it is not altogether still. Its hues alter, 
blue one hour and purple the next, and green the 
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next, opalescent and phosphorescent in the 
moonlight. And by what upheavals of tempest 
and tragedy it is visited! There is sorrow on 
the sea, moaning of the wind, roar of the hurricane, 
rage of the tossing waves, risk of shipwreck and 
death. So about the island of our personal 
experience these troubled waters beat, and surge 
and cry. I have spoken of the obstacles presented 
by our circumstances and of the limitations that 
close round our mind ; I am now concerned with 
the difficulties which confront our religious belief. 
We have near us always that disturbed and dis- 
turbing sea. Is it easy to be sure of God and 
Christ, of goodness and righteousness, of the soul 
and of a divine plan? At times I think it is the 
very reverse of easy. We turn to nature, and, 
at the first glance, it appears to be purely material ; 
and what is its end, we ask, but decay, dust, 
waste, destruction ? We turn to the Bible; and 
we are surprised that a revelation from Heaven 
should contain so many problems that we cannot 
solve and so many seeming contradictions ; we 
had expected that the Word of our Lord would 
be as clear as a sunbeam. We turn to life; 
and we are faced by vexing mysteries, not only 
that Christ’s people suffer and are sent to 
Patmos, but—what stumbles us much more— 
that Christ’s people faint and fall and sin. The 
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disquieting, perplexing sea haunts our eyes and 
our souls, 

But let us come to the Spirit, and we shall 
have a refuge from the sobbing and sighing 
waters. He calms us. If He does not give us 
certainty about every puzzling and poignant 
question, He teaches us to trust and not be 
afraid. Impelled by Him, we look more earnestly 
at nature ; and we see its sublimity and beauty 
and tenderness, and God approaches us through 
its glories and its harmonies. With Him to be 
its Exponent and Interpreter, we return to the 
Bible ; and we meet Christ in it—Christ who 
forgives our sins, and fills our emptiness, and 
answers our yearnings in the dark. With the 
help of the Holy Ghost, we study life once more ; 
and we find that there is a purpose of wisdom and 
grace behind the saddest things in the Christian’s 
lot, and that, despite his disappointing and 
heart-breaking failures, he is being conducted on 
and up, to sanctification, to Christlikeness, to 
heaven. The heaving and tumultuous sea con- 
tinues to encircle our island-home; but it does 
not distress us as it used to do—the Spirit has 
breathed upon us the peace of God. 

The old Celtic saints, Ninian, Columba, and the 
rest, were accustomed to fix their cells among the 
rocks, on the very margin of the waves; and 
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there they meditated on the Word of God, and 
knelt in prayer, and sang aloud their psalms. 
Often the tide flowed to their feet. Often the 
white spray clung to their hair. It is a parable 
of how a true Christian lives, with the mighty 
billows rolling restlessly beside him and some- 
times dashing themselves over him, but with 
confidence in his heart and praise on his lips. 
And as we come to the Spirit and cleave to Him, 
and refuse to let Him go, the quietness and 
assurance are ours more and more. 

Let us dwell for a few minutes longer on a 
final thought. There is the contrast here between 
loneliness and love. 

‘“T was in the isle.” And to be there is to 
be separated from our kin, our comrades, the 
friends whom we have grappled to our souls 
with hoops of steel. We suffer in our fondest 
and truest affections as well as in all the other 
ways which we have been recalling. How John 
must have missed his brothers and scholars in 
Ephesus! The Lord’s Day came round in Patmos 
as it had done in the city fifteen miles away across 
the Augean; but here was no meeting of the 
saints, no kiss of charity, no noble chance of 
speech about the faith and the Master, no breaking 
of the bread round the common table, no glad 
song uplifted in unison to Christ as God. The 
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work went on as usual, the quarrying of the 
marble, the daily task exacted by the legionaries 
of Cesar, and the apostle had not a single con- 
genial ally with whom he could hold converse 
about what lay nearest his heart. The island 
brings insularity and solitude ; and what burdens 
are heavier? what trials more piercing? But 
stop, that is only one side; there is another 
which is entirely different. “‘I was in the Spirit.” 
Then the loneliness is ended. Then Christ Him- 
self appears and talks with the disciple whom He 
loved and loves. Then, though Ephesus is out 
of sight, the secrets of heaven are unveiled. 
Then John is made better able to instruct and 
strengthen his brethren. The sense of bereave- 
ment and the dreariness of isolation have fled. 
Never was a man in sweeter and more satisfying 
company. 

‘““On mourra seul,’ Pascal said in his clear 
downright seriousness, his solemn pathos—‘“‘ I 
shall die alone.” Yes, every one of us will die 
alone, except for the fellowship of God, and that 
should transfigure death. But, before this last 
solitariness overtakes us, we live to a great degree 
alone. We are perpetually encountering separa- 
tion, perpetually being driven back to the island. 
Our friends leave us for distant places. They 
belong to other churches, with whose creed and 
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worship we cannot quite agree. They are carried 
away from our earth, to be for ever with the 
Lord; and we mourn with Henry Vaughan, 
‘““They are all gone into the world of light, and 
I alone sit lingering here.” These insularities, 
these deprivations, are not to be contemplated 
without many a pang. But there is deliverance, 
there is union, in coming to the Spirit. He puts 
Christ in the centre of our lives; and when the 
same Christ is Prophet and Priest and King to 
our friends, neither remoteness of place nor 
difference of Church can sever us. He links us 
unbreakably with One who is Lord of the living 
and of the dead, of His servants in Patmos and 
His servants in Paradise; and, touching Him, 
we feel as if we touched them too, and we are 
sure that we shall see their faces again and hear 
their voices and walk by their side in white and 
follow the Lamb whithersoever He goeth. 

So the loneliness is lost in love; and the 
Spirit makes the isle one of those Isles of the 
Blest, which the ancient sailors sought for, but 
which so few of them ever found. 

Thirty years, or thereabout, before John was 
imprisoned on Patmos, the famous Roman thinker 
Seneca was banished to the island of Corsica. 
And what did he say about it? He said, “‘ This 
is a living death, There is nothing here but 
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exile and an exile’s grave.” We pity Seneca. 
He had come to the isle, but he had not come 
to the Spirit. And what about you and me? 
Our circumstances, our limitations, our troubles, 
our lonelinesses are against us. But has the 
Holy Ghost made all things new? Has He 
persuaded and enabled us to embrace Jesus 
Christ offered to us in the Gospel ? 


January 1909. 


If 


““T saw the dead, small and great, stand before God.”—REv. 
aed eS 


O the wisest among us death is still the 
mystery of mysteries. It keeps its secret 
well. It refuses to make all its crooked places 
straight, and all its rough places plain. There are 
few things now which are unexplored ; the curtain 
has been lifted from much which used to be 
hidden. Geographical discovery has solved most 
of the problems about those regions of the world 
which were untrodden territories to our ancestors. 
Scientific research has penetrated into enigmas 
that were concealed and misunderstood. Vague 
and wavering speculations have passed every- 
where into what is definite, what is demonstrated, 
what is fruitful. Inferences have become 
realities. Dreams have been changed into 
certainties. 

But death continues a mystery. In the 
churchyard, discovery and research have to stand 
helpless and silent. The keenest intellect cannot 
read the riddle of the Boe We have a feeling 
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that we shall live again; and the instinct is 
worthy of trust, as the instinct of the swallow 
is true when it discerns a land of sunshine and 
flowers beyond the sea. We reason, too, that 
we must be immortal. Even Mr. Darwin argues 
that we cannot be “ doomed to complete annihila- 
tion after such long-continued slow progress.” 
But these feelings and reasonings are unsatis- 
factory. There is always the possibility that 
they may be mistaken. They are simply guesses 
at truth; and what if the guesses should dupe 
and deceive us 2? Our wisdom leaves us in doubt, 
when death is the subject with which it deals. 

But the Bible comes to our succour. It does 
not indeed explain everything. It asks us to 
persevere for a little while walking by faith and 
not by sight. Yet it turns the glimmer of 
twilight into the assurance and gladness of 
morning. Jesus gives us the promise of life and 
immortality. He makes eternity a fact, and 
those of us who trust Him taste the powers of 
the world to come. For John in Patmos He 
opened a window into the future; and John 
has written down for you and me some of the 
things on which he looked. We have travelled 
far beyond instincts and arguments when we 
take home these words, ‘“‘I saw the dead, small 
and great, stand before God.” 
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I wish you to think of the sad side of the 
words, and then of the blessed side. 

They have a sad side. 

For there are many of our fancies which are 
dissipated by them. Do we not try to convince 
ourselves that our present life has no everlasting 
consequences ? We hope that we shall not be 
called to account for it. We tell our hearts that 
all is over when it is finished. ‘There are theories 
which speak of death as a perpetual sleep; and 
they commend themselves easily to multitudes ; 
they coincide with our desires; they fortify us 
in the idea that we may live as we please, and 
that there will be no reckoning by and by, no 
existence hereafter whose character will be 
decided by our existence here. 

But the vision of John shatters these fancies. 
It teaches us that, when it is our time to arise 
and depart, we shall go not to forgetfulness and 
slumber but to an intense life. They “stand 
before God,” the souls that have left the world ; 
and He is not the God of the dead but of the 
living. They stand in His presence, with large 
powers, with keen emotions, with vivid thoughts, 
with a quick and sensitive conscience. They 
stand there endowed with His unchangeableness. 
But is not this a terrible truth for all of us who 
are eager to escape the issues of our foolishness, 
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our idleness, our sinfulness ? There is no escape, 
the text says. Even death will not open a door 
for you into quiet and oblivion. It will do the 
opposite. It will make you more truly alive 
than ever you have been. 

And there are many of our standards which 
are overturned by the words. They cast down, 
they discredit, the authorities which guide and 
govern us. Hvery day you and I are standing 
before some one. Perhaps it is self. We bring 
each contingency, each possibility, each oppor- 
tunity, to this touchstone: ‘ Will it profit me ? 
Will it be of advantage to myself?” It is a 
miserable tribunal by which to be regulated. 
Or perhaps it is society. Popularity and the 
good opinion of our neighbours are our sweetest 
possessions. We never do what will displease 
them. We sacrifice our convictions to the con- 
ventions of the crowd. We had rather disobey 
God than offend the world. But that is a low 
and earthly judgment-bar. Or perhaps it is our 
friend—father, husband, wife, the man or the 
woman whose approval we covet most. If he 
can commend us, or if we succeed in promoting 
his happiness, we are more than satisfied. And 
there is a nobler judge and jury. 

But a day is coming when we must reckon 
with a Presence auguster and holier. ‘“‘I saw 
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the dead,” John says, “stand before God.” 
And you cannot picture the confusion of a soul, 
which finds itself then face to face with God 
for the first time. Its old questions whether a 
thing would be advantageous to itself, or agree- 
able to others, or pleasing to its friend, cannot 
be entertained now. It has to do with the King 
of kings, and it is not prepared to meet Him. 
His glory should have been dearer than its 
own comfort. His commands should have been 
obeyed, whatever society might think. He Him- 
self should have been loved more than father, 
or wife, or child. And this is the man’s earliest 
acquaintance with Him. Oh, the mourntfulness 
of such an awakening, and the awfulness of the 
Throne if we stand before it unfamiliar and 
afraid! May God keep us from the surprise and 
the agony. 

There are many of our distinctions, too, which 
are rebuked by the words. We divide men into 
classes—-young and old, rich and poor, learned 
and ignorant, strong and weak. We look down 
on those whom birth and education and religious 
privilege have favoured less largely than our- 
selves. And we are apt to carry forward these 
external distinctions into the world beyond 
death. But John had the actual state of things 
in that world disclosed to him, and he shows us 
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that we are wrong. Before God the small are 
ranged side by side with the great. In front 
of Him who is almighty, the highest of earthly 
dignities appears trifling. In front of Him who 
is the Truth, many of our estimates must be 
reversed, the proud meeting with unexpected 
abasement, and the humble with unexpected 
honour. In front of Him whose grace and love 
are the crown of His character, what will be of 
any avail except the heart which has thrown 
itself open to receive His mercy ? Social rank, 
wide culture, correct belief, attachment to the 
best Church in the world: these will not help 
us much when we are before our God. His 
essentials are different: Have we hidden our- 
selves in the clefts of the Rock of Ages? Have 
we set Christ in the supreme place of our lives ? 
Have we found our richest joy in serving Him ? 
The little child may have these essentials, and 
the poor woman in her garret ; the philosopher 
and the prince may be destitute of them. Then, 
when children and poor women and philosophers 
and princes stand together, the mighty will be 
cast down from their seats, and the lowly who 
trembled at God’s word will enter through the 
gates into the city. 

And, once more, there are many of our vain 
hopes which are scattered by the inexorable 
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words. There will be some whose one longing, 
when the world of time is ended and the world 
of eternity is begun, will be to hide themselves 
from the examination of the divine eyes and 
the verdict of the divine lips. Their hearts will 
cry out for a secret covert and a sure lurking- 
place. But that passionate yearning is destined 
to disappointment. John saw all the dead living 
in the sight of God. Never was there an assem- 
blage like it, from every century, from every 
country, of all ages, of all conditions. Not one 
was missed. Not one was concealed from the 
gaze of the King. We speak at times of being 
solitary in a crowd. There is no crowd so vast 
as that of the dead, the dead who are alive for 
evermore. There is no crowd in which we shall 
be so absolutely solitary. It is as if we stood 
singly before our Judge. It is as if there were 
no one beside us. He searches each of us. He 
deals with each of us as he deserves. There is 
no shelter where we can screen ourselves from 
Him. 

These are the disclosures, the solemn reveal- 
ings, which may be waiting for us after death. 
That is the sad side of the words. 

But, on the other hand, they have their bright 
side: their message for those of us who love 
God and who follow Jesus. Let us hear them 
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speak in the accents of good cheer. They 
promise the Christian three priceless gifts: the 
fullest life, the completest brotherhood, the 
ripest holiness. 

The fullest life: that is their promise. With 
the curtain withdrawn a little from the future, 
John felt that the dead were living, living more 
really and more satisfyingly than their com- 
panions who had still to cross the narrow stream 
and to take possession of the strange new land 
on its farther banks. You can imagine his joy 
at the sight. 

He looked through the opened door; and 
there were those whom he had loved best, and 
from whom he had parted with the sharpest pain. 
His brother James, taken from him by the 
sword of Herod’s executioner; Peter, the com- 
rade whose fellowship strengthened him until 
Nero’s cruelty had severed the union; Paul, 
whose work in Ephesus he had been establishing 
and maturing; the rest of the apostles, once 
his intimates; the converts, whom he had led 
to Christ on earth, and who had departed to 
be with Christ in heaven, outrunning their 
teacher in the race not to the sepulchre but to 
the throne; his first mother Salome, and his 
second mother Mary; the Master Himself, on 
whose breast he used to lean, and into whose 
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mind he had so clear an insight, and who was 
with him spiritually all the days: he saw them 
in the Presence of God, crowned, contented, 
glorified. He knew that it was well with them, 
that it was better than in the time of their 
warfare in this world. Their life had reached 
its consummation. 

You and I think of what we go from when 
the good-byes are spoken at length; but we 
should think rather of what we go to. We 
fasten our attention on the light that is quenched, 
the warmth that is forsaken, the work that is 
closed, the ties that are sundered; we ought 
rather to anticipate the happy place where the 
Lamb is the unfading Light, where Love will 
burn with a more fervent flame than it did here, 
where the bondservants of Christ will serve Him 
and will see His face all the while, where the 
snapped threads will be knit together eternally 
and frustrated hopes will yield a golden harvest. 
The future will surpass the present, as the sky 
is above the earth. Life in heaven is never 
stagnant, never fitful, never poor and weak and 
puny, never defiled and tarnished. It is God’s 
full flood. It is peace as a river, the great river 
Euphrates. It is righteousness like the waves 
of the sea, multitudinous, inexhaustible, over- 
flowing. 
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And the completest brotherhood: that is the 
promise of the words. The small and the great 
are there. The great in reputation, whose praise 
is in all the Churches; the great in wisdom, 
versed in the deep things of God; the great in 
purity, who unmistakably have overcome in the 
fierce battle against sin; the great in love, 
those who sacrificed much and who did it will- 
ingly, for the sake of helping Christ and of 
saving men. It will be a delight to see them, 
to listen to them, to learn their language, to 
enjoy their friendship. But, let us thank God, 
there are also the small in the “country afar 
beyond the stars.”’ 

The young in years, who will always be young 
with the immortal youth of the angels; the 
saints slenderly endowed with intellectual power, 
who to the end were as little children in the 
household of faith ; the sensitive and trembling 
souls, “ kept very low,” like Mr. Fearing, whose 
life was “‘ burdensome to themselves and trouble- 
some to others’’; the poor people who never 
had much to give, but who did what they could ; 
the old people, who did not cross the threshold 
of the Kingdom until it was almost time to cross 
the River; the tempted people who fell some- 
times, but were bitterly grieved for it, and 
returned to their Lord with penitence and prayer, 
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as the needle in the compass quivers back to 
the magnetic pole. 

There are tiny hills as well as high mountains 
in the good land of God, Zion as well as Hermon. 
There are wayside flowers as well as cedars of 
Lebanon. The yariety is an enhancement of 
the glory; it delivers it from monotony and 
sameness. And it is part of the service of 
heaven, we may believe, that the great shall 
help the small and that the small shall add to 
the blessedness of the great. There will be no 
contempt and impatience on the one side, no 
envy and discontent on the other, as there are 
too frequently even amongst Christians mean- 
time. It will be the kindliest brotherhood ; 
and over great and small together Christ will 
reign with His easy yoke, His sceptre of meek- 
ness, His banner of love. For ever and ever 
there will be one flock and one Flockmaster. 

And the ripest holiness: that, too, is the 
promise of the words. We shall stand before 
God, consciously, steadfastly, unendingly. We 
shall behold Him with unveiled faces. And the 
beholding means transformation, the sharing of 
His character, the reflection of His beauty. 
The poet stands before nature, until the spirit 
of the woods and fields and hills and streams 
seems to enter into his being. The scholar 
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stands before knowledge, and her serene and 
gracious lips impart more and more of her 
secrets to him every day. The philanthropist 
stands before humanity, and by and by the 
miseries of others are his burden and their sins 
his agony and their joys his joy. So men and 
women who stand before God become godlike. 
The resemblance grows, never moving back- 
ward, but eternally forward—eternally, for God 
is infinite and we are finite, and when finite men 
imitate the infinite God there is room for ages 
of progress. 

It must be commenced here, the progress, the 
likeness, the holiness. We should be able to 
say in some measure, “The son can do nothing 
but what he seeth the Father do.” Others 
should feel about us, “He is acting out the 
thoughts and counsels of the Almighty.” Our 
souls and lives should be fashioned according 
to the pattern showed us in the Mount. But 
there are too many halts in the progress just 
now, too many blots on the likeness, too many 
blemishes in the holiness. Yonder and _ after- 
ward, there will be neither halt nor blot nor 
blemish. We shall be changed into the same 
image, from glory to glory, by the Lord the 
Spirit. You can think of a splendid cathedral, 
which has taken centuries in building; but 
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through the whole of that time the workmen 
have had in mind the ideas of those who planned 
it at the first, and the stately minster has grown 
to its perfection in harmony with the intention 
of its original designers. That is how it will be 
with the better~tabernacle of our Christian 
history. We shall live out, after death, the 
Lord’s ideas about us. We shall be copies, 
good and acceptable and perfect, of the Founder’s 
plan, made long ago. We shall be structures 
whose Architect and Craftsman is God. 

And that is the blessed side of the words. 

If it is to be fulfilled, it is necessary that we 
should be standing before God now: God made 
known to us, brought near to us, commended 
to us, in Christ. At the Cross of Jesus our 
burden of guilt must fall from us. To the stain- 
lessness of Jesus we must be conformed. From 
the throne and treasury of Jesus we must daily 
be receiving the Holy Spirit. Are these things 
true of us? It is a momentous question. For, 
if they are not, there is in front of us the tribunal 
of a God who is opposed to us, and from whose 
sentence we cannot escape. 


May 1903. 


iil 


“For the weapons of our warfare are not of the flesh, but 
mighty before God to the casting down of strongholds.”— 
2 Cor. x. 4. 


EK have lived through a great week, one of 
the greatest weeks in the history of the 
world. After fifty-one months of war, every 
month as long as a century in its accumulation 
of miseries and horrors, we have a breathing- 
time, which we fondly hope and firmly believe 
will be permanent. None of us is likely to for- 
get Maréchal Foch’s telegram of last Monday : 
“The Armistice was signed at five o’clock, and 
fighting will cease along the whole line at eleven 
o’clock.”” The fighting has ceased, and let us 
pray that it may never be resumed. Tor it has 
meant wounds and anguish and bereavement 
and orphanhood and all sorrowful and hateful 
things. Meanwhile we praise Him to whom we 
owe a deliverance so wonderful. We stand still 
in adoration and worship to thank Him for what 
He has wrought. 
But it will be sad indeed, it will argue us wil- 
fully and fatally blind, i we should emerge from 
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the valley of the shadow of death without being 
spiritually wiser for passing through it. God 
was not the author of the War ; it sprang from the 
passion and the pride, the lovelessness and the 
lawlessness of man. But God has been over- 
ruling it. He wishes to extract blessing and 
good out of it. He wants nations and states to 
come forth from these seven-times heated flames 
purer, less selfish, more Christlike. It will be 
unutterably mournful if the fiery discipline has 
been in vain. Let us think of the difference 
which it ought to make. It should teach us, 
Paul says, to use the best weapons, those which 
do not destroy life, but save and ennoble it, 
those whose only quarrel is with things gross and 
unworthy and evil, those which are not of the 
flesh but mighty before God to the casting down 
of strongholds. 

If the new era on which we are entering is to 
be of another sort than the old era which we are 
leaving behind, and that surely is what we covet 
and desire, what character must its knights and 
captains and good soldiers wear ? What manner 
of persons ought we to be who have escaped from 
such dangers and been crowned with such 
mercies? There are bad lessons which we are 
meant to unlearn. There are high and eet 
lessons which we are meant to learn. 
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We have been taught to discard man for God. 
Let us hope that, far more than we were accus- 
tomed to do, we shall depart from man and trust 
—simply, continuously, bravely—in God. 

It is not that we would be ungrateful towards 
the human helpers who have done their part well 
and valiantly in the mighty struggle. Here and 
there, a clear strong voice of statesman, of 
prophet, has rung out, to guide us in the con- 
fusions of the hour, to bid us be of good cheer 
when the midnight was darkest; though there 
have not been many such voices. And the 
Allied cause is indebted to the foresight, the 
strategy, the patience and endurance of its 
generals and admirals—a Foch, a Pétain, a Haig, 
an Allenby, a Beatty ; they are leaders without 
fear and without reproach. More undeniably 
still we are bound to rejoice in what our fighting 
men have faced and dared and suffered and 
accomplished for us, on land, at sea, in the air : 
some who survive, it may be, maimed and broken, 
to attempt to tell a tale which never can be told 
in its fullness of tragedy and splendour, and some 
who are not, for they have given their young lives 
away for their country and for you and me; “‘they 
shall not grow old, as we that are left grow old. 
Age shall not weary them nor the years condemn.”’ 
Yes, we have had stout and steadfast helpers. 
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But all their skill, all their determination, and 
all their fearless courage would have been fruit- 
less without God. There never has been a time 
so filled with His Presence and His Power. 
Again and again He has interposed to prevent 
the enemy from gaining what appeared to be 
certain and easy victory. Again and again He 
has rescued us from absolute disaster and over- 
whelming defeat. In the closing weeks it was 
almost as if He became visible. The march 
from triumph to triumph, the falling away of 
adversary after adversary, the downrush not 
merely of armies but of thrones and emperors, 
the sudden clearing of the sky which from Hast 
to West had been black with thunder-clouds : 
lo, this was our God; this was impossible to 
man’s wisdom and man’s prowess ; this was the 
breaking-in of Omnipotence. We have been so 
slow to confess it and to admit that His succour 
and His favour were the one thing needful. We 
could not spare a weekday from the manufacture 
of munitions to call upon Him as a nation in 
humble, heart-broken, believing, conquering 
prayer. Oh, He has not dealt with us as we 
deserved. 

And what will the outcome be? It should be 
the constant realization that the blessing of God 
is the one necessity. It should be the exalt- 
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ing of Him above all human resources whatso- 
ever. For the tasks of the future, international 
and national, for the problems of the Church, for 
the salvation of our sisters and brothers, for the 
growth and perfection of our own souls, it is He 
who matters, He who must be First and Last 
and Midst and without end. 

Further, we have been taught to forsake war 
for peace. It will be strange if, after these four 
years, we do not hate war, we do not seek peace 
and pursue it. 

Most of us, I fancy, before August 1914, in- 
vested war with a kind of glamour and beauty. 
We knew, when we reflected about it, that we 
were wrong and that war in the heart and in the 
harvests of it was thoroughly evil. But then we 
did not always reflect. The stirring stories of 
battle and heroism which come from the past of 
our own and other lands led us astray. The 


poets bewitched us. ‘One crowded hour of 
glorious life,’ they declared, “‘is worth an age 
without a name.”’ “I never loved more on sea 


or on shore,” they made their warrior say, “ the 

ringing of my own true blade. Like lightning 

it quivered, and the hard helms shivered as I 

sang ‘None maketh me afraid.’” A spurious 

philosophy held us in its grasp, as if there were 

qualities of soul—fortitude and resolution and 
3 
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unyieldingness—which could be acquired no- 
where so well as in the shock of conflict and the 
privations and hardships of a campaign. So, in 
one way or in another, we permitted ourselves to 
be beguiled and misled. 

But have not~our eyes been opened now ? 
Has not our foolishness been rebuked and dis- 
proved ? We have seen war in its last ugliness, 
its uttermost brutality, its perversion of scientific 
knowledge and invention to the most wicked 
ends, its sheer and undiluted devilry. The 
tremendous terrors of the war, Sir Edward Cook 
writes, reveal themselves in our very language. 
There are English words to which they have 
given a new and melancholy meaning: such 
words as “‘ gassed, tear-shells, shell-shock, barbed- 
wire disease.’? How can we ever look kindly on 
this awful thing again. 

Yet it will not be easy to establish the reign of 
peace. The poison of militarism is apt to infect 
those even who have been contending to the 
death against militarism. It will require that 
you and I and all who name the name of Christ 
should really share the mind of Christ and be 
steeped in His principles and be baptized into 
His temper and spirit. First we must know that 
deepest peace He gives, peace of conscience and 
heart and life with God, know its priceless value 
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till all other boons and possessions are small in 
comparison. Then our one anxiety, our perpetual 
labour, will be that men and nations should 
know it too. And when this is our purpose and 
this our goal, what leisure shall we have, and what 
inclination, for jealousy and strife and war ? 

Again, we have been taught to abjure fear for 
love. The forbidding face of fear and the kindly 
and generous face of love have been plain and 
patent to us, and we have had abundant reason 
to prefer the latter. 

If war is fundamentally wrong, and it is, it 
would have been hard—shall I say to impossi- 
bility ?—for us to have escaped this war and to 
have stood justified in the course of justice and 
truth and liberty and God. Im the early days 
of the contest it was strenuously asserted that 
we were fighting for “the Nailed Hand” as 
against “‘the mailed fist.”” Probably that was 
more epigrammatic than accurate. It was an 
exaggeration. It credited us with more of the 
Christianity of the Cross than we had any right 
to claim. 

But it held its measure of truth. Professor 
Gilbert Murray has studied the case well. ‘“* We 
stand for the traditions of common honesty and 
common kindliness between nation and nation. 
We stand for the old decencies, the old humanities, 
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‘the old ordinance,’ as the King’s letter put it, 
‘that has bound civilized Europe together.’ And 
against us there is a power which has changed 
that ordinance. The enemy has substituted for 
it a rule which seems to involve the domination 
of force and fraud, organized ruthlessness, 
organized terrorism, organized mendacity. The 
phrase that comes back to my mind when I think 
of it,’ Professor Murray adds, “‘is Mr. Glad- 
stone’s description of another evil rule—it is the 
negation of God erected into a system of govern- 
ment.’”’ We have at least been opposing that, 
the negation of God erected into a system of 
government. We have been spending our 
treasure and our life-blood to place the sceptre in 
the hand of love and not in the hand of frightful- 
ness and fear. 

Well, but we have only made a beginning. 
Who will survey the world, now that the war- 
drum throbs no longer, and will venture to call 
it the home and shrine of love? But we who 
are Christ’s are pledged to transform it into this 
shrine and home by our prayer, our influence, 
our speech, our active toil. He commands us 
to love our enemies who have most despitefully 
used us. He commands workmen with goodwill 
to do their service as unto the Lord and not unto 
man. He commands masters to do the same 
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things to their workers and to forbear threaten- 
ing. He commands Christians to keep the unity 
of the Spirit in the bond of peace. He commands 
Christians to subject themselves one to an- 
other in His fear, a holy and tender fear this, 
and not a despotic and tyrannous one, and to 
send their compassions and their charities and 
their efforts out to the ends of the earth. There 
are no limits to the love of Christ, that which 
He showed and that which He prescribed ; and 
it is to this limitless love that He consecrates us 
His people in these days when we have been 
looking on its hideous and cruel opposite. 

Once more, we have been taught to abandon 
sloth for sacrifice. A loud and insistent summons 
bids us be ashamed of our slothfulness and be 
ready to welcome all devotion and all sacrifice. 

It is the summons of those who went forth on 
our behalf to weariness and painfulness, to 
wounds and death. We honour them. We shall 
not forget them. But are we prepared to walk 
their rough and arduous road? They did it for 
the sake of King and country: shall we do as 
much for the sake of Christ ? If not, they rebuke 
us to-day and will condemn us in the Day of 
Judgment. 

It is just this note of self-denial, of sacrifice, 
for Christ and His cause that is so lacking 
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in our modern religious life. Our young people 
will not be frank, outspoken, enthusiastic, un- 
mindful of their comfort and ease, eager in every 
possible fashion to help the Church and the 
Church’s Master. Not many “ go over the top ” 
for Him. Not many leave home and friends to 
further His name and fame on an alien soil. 
Not too many throw themselves without reserve 
into the enterprises of His Kingdom at our own 
doors. We long and hunger for the ending of 
war such as we have known, so inexcusable, so 
desolating ; but, until our kingly King comes 
back, there will always be His Holy War, and 
He is surely in need of volunteers for it. C. H. 
Sorley, the boy poet who fell in action in 
October 1915, has told us about it: 


** And did not Jesus perish, to bring to men not peace, 

But a sword, a sword for battle, and a sword that 
should not cease ? 

Two thousand years have passed us; do we still 
want peace 

Where the sword of Christ has shone ? 

Yes, Christ perished to present us with a sword, 

That strife should be our portion and more strife 
our reward, 

For toil and tribulation and the glory of the Lord 

And the sword of Christ are one.” 


These, then, are the weapons not of the flesh but 
of the Spirit which we should be wielding—faith 
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in God, a passion for peace, a fervour of love, a 
readiness for sacrifice. 

But first must we be in submission to Christ 
Himself. Has He bought us with His blood ? 
Vanquished us by His grace? Leading us in 
triumph behind His chariot ? And for Him and 
His dear sake are we willing to count all things 
lost 2 


November 1918. 


IV 
““They came to Elim.” —Ex. xv. 27. 


IFE was a pilerimage for those men and 
women of Israel long centuries ago, and 

life is a pilgrimage for Christian men and women 
still. It has its starting-point and its predestined 
end. It has its patient and plodding march, 
day in and day out, on to the bound of the waste. 
Sometimes the march is more quickly completed, 
sometimes more slowly ; but its ingredients and 
incidents do not vary much. There are the hot 
suns, and the wearisome sands, and the stifling 
winds. But, on the other hand, there are re- 
inforcements, refreshments, recuperations. ‘The 
pillar of cloud and of fire may be invisible in our 
time, but it is far from being non-existent ; it 
continues to be the guide and the screen of the 
caravan ; God’s presence and enlightenment and 
protection were not the benefactions merely of a 
distant past and of an Oriental people—they 
are goodnesses and mercies with which you and 
I may be conversant in our crowded and bustling 


world of the West. And Elim, certainly, has 
40 Bit 
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more than an antiquarian interest; it is not 
simply a term in geography, and a halting-place 
in the itinerary of the Hebrews. A living singer, 
a man of our own race, tells us in musical words 
of its significance and its comfort for himself : 


‘Elim! Elim! Through the sand and heat, 
I toil with heart uplifted, I toil with bleeding feet ; 
For Elim! Elim! at the last I know 
That I shall see the palm trees and hear the waters 
flow.”’ 


‘They came to Elim, where were twelve wells 
of water, and threescore and ten palm trees ; 
and they encamped there by the waters ’’—it 
was God’s kindness to Israel three thousand 
years since; but, not a whit less blessedly, it is 
God’s kindness to us, if we declare plainly that 
we seek a country and are travellers along the 
road of the pilgrims. 

Let that be our interpretation to-day. Let 
Elim represent the spiritual experience, the 
seasonable help, the sweet and strong consolation, 
by which our Father and our Lord meets our 
chronic and critical needs, as we journey towards 
the inheritance He has prepared for them who 
love Him. 

And the first thing to be said is this, that Elim 
is provided for those who have been through the 
Exodus, 
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It is God’s restoration of the tired ; but there 
was a solemnity, a miracle, a gift of gifts, which 
preceded the restoration, and which was even 
more astonishing—there was His enfranchisement 
of the enslaved. The Israelites were bondmen 
in the land of Egypt, and the Lord their God 
redeemed them: that is how they came to be 
where we find them, on the farther shore of the 
Red Sea and in the wilderness of Shur. How 
could they ever forget the night of their emanci- 
pation, with its terror, and its wonder, and its 
gladness? The destroying angel had gone from 
house to house of their oppressors ; and in every 
house, from the king’s palace to the poor man’s 
hut, the firstborn child lay dead. But they were 
safe, behind the blood of the lamb sprinkled at 
God’s command on doorpost and lintel. They 
kept their Passover feast, eating it in haste, their 
staff in their hand, their sandals on their feet. 
Then they went forth, shackled and down-trodden 
no longer, freed from the servitude of generations, 
the Lord Himself leading them on. And, when 
Pharaoh woke from his stupor and sought to 
stay them, he and his chariots and horsemen 
sank like lead in the mighty waters. This was 
the marvel, this the deliverance, which lay behind 
Kim. 

But behind our Elims lie a grace more extra- 
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ordinary, a power more divine, an Exodus in- 
finitely more to be desired. We were bondmen, 
under the yoke of sin and of death, which is sin’s 
issue and wage. We could neither discover nor 
yet create an outgate for ourselves. But One 
who is without spot and blemish offered Himself 
to be our Paschal Lamb. He was both Priest 
and Victim. He shed His Own blood. He 
dedicated His Own flesh for our salvation. We 
found our refuge behind His blood; we ate in 
faith His flesh that was burned in the fire; we 
have life through His death. Thus it was that, 
after shameful and hopeless slavery, we rose up 
free. Thus it was that we went forth from Egypt, 
and none was able to hold us back. And now 
there is no reviving or invigorating Elim to 
which we may not look forward. For He who 
spared not His Own true Son, but delivered Him 
up for us all, how shall He not with Him freely 
give us all things ? 

It is not that God’s bounties only begin, after 
we have made acquaintance with the crowning 
mercy of the Exodus. He has many compassions, 
many thoughts of peace, many awakening and 
tender providences, many movements and 
ministries of His Spirit, for men who linger still 
in the house of bondage. But Elim is different. 
It is, plainly, the property of pilgrim souls. It 
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is the oasis in the desert, the brook in the way, 
granted those of us for whom already the Lord 
had broken the snare and we are escaped. 

But then you will notice that Elim is the com- 
pensation and the cure for Marah. 

After the Exodus, Marah; after the triumph 
and the ecstasy and the enthusiasm, the yellow 
and shelterless expanse of the wilderness, and 
the brackish and bitter and undrinkable water ; 
after the thrill and rapture, the stroke of an 
absolute disappointment —it happens often. 
Human nature cannot sustain the intensest 
emotions long. They exhaust us. They provoke 
a reaction by and by. And when, in the reaction, 
there comes some pressure of necessity, some 
burden of care, some heaviness and soreness 
of trial, we are too apt to lose heart, to abandon 
hope, to sink into black despondency, to break 
out in querulous and unbelieving complaint, 
as the men of Israel did. Marah has had its 
repetitions a thousand times, and in a thousand 
redeemed souls. 

Yet it never is justifiable and right. It is the 
very opposite ; it is unpardonable and wrong. 
The sin of Marah is the sin of the forgetful mind. 
Too soon we have grown oblivious of the tran- 
scendent love and liberation of the Exodus. ‘Too 
soon we have ceased to remember Calvary, and 
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the ruddy blood that was spilt there for our 
redemption. How can He who has wrought so 
matchlessly, who has suffered so agonizingly, 
on our behalf ever prove capricious and unkind ? 
It is incredible. It is unthinkable. And the 
sin of Marah is the sin of the distrustful spirit. 
The trouble is a thing appointed for us. It is 
meant to test how far our faith in God will go. 
In this new emergency, we shall have to face 
once more our own insufficiency; but, over 
against that, there should shine forth, calmly 
and convincingly, His all-sufficiency. And thus 
we ought to learn, better than ever, how our 
need and His great fullness meet. We are much 
to blame that we have not done so. And the 
sin of Marah is the sin of the blind and unseeing 
eye. For when, in later days, we go back to 
the fountain of all that is best in our deepest 
life, we often find that the fountain has been a 
bitter one, a sorrow, a disillusionment, which 
God Himself had to explain and sweeten and 
transfigure. Here was His statute and ordinance 
for us. Here was the cross He would have us 
bear, the injunction He would have us obey. In 
the end we recognize that it has brought us a new 
hold of Him, a new strengthening of character, and 
a new pulse of vision and power. But we should 
have been sure of these things from the first. 


46 SUNSET GLORY 


So Marah is the place of our weakness and sin. 
But we have to deal with a God who multiplies 
to forgive. He bears and forbears. He soothes 
and heals. Not only does He check our im- 
patience by revealing some medicinal tree which 
transmutes the brackish waters into a clear and 
cooling draught, but He hastens us on to where 
the wells are all our thirsty hearts can wish for, 
and the palms will protect us from the scorching 
blaze. ‘‘ From Marah to Elim,” a traveller 
writes, “is only a morning’s march ”’; and just 
as close at hand are God’s compensating and 
curative influences. Life is not all bitterness ; 
if it were, our spirits would fail before Him, and 
the souls that He has made. He knows our 
frame ; He pities our distresses; He takes us 
apart, that we may rest awhile with Himself. 

The next thing, therefore, to be remarked is 
that Elim is near to the King’s highway. 

We ought not to require any search expedition, 
any elaborate scrutiny, in order to discover it. 
The “‘ shady glen,” with its “twelve sweet wells 
of water and palms threescore and ten,”’ adjoins 
the pilgrim path. It confronts us. It would 
seem an impossibility that we should miss it. 
Perhaps that is precisely one reason why we 
frequently do miss it. The commonness and the 
constancy of God’s grace hide from us its breadth 
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and length and depth and height. If it were 
far away and difficult of access, if it were confined 
to special occasions and peculiarly sacred spheres, 
we might believe in it more easily. A brilliant 
young Englishman describes, in a letter, his own 
likings for the distant and the strange: “ Certain 
corners of my heart whisper to me, ‘'There’s a 
village in Samoa, with the moonlight on the 
beach,’ or ‘I’ve heard of a hill in Japan,’ or 
‘ There’s an inn in Tibet over a sheer precipice,’ 
or ‘The Victoria Nyanza is an attractive lake,’ 
or ‘That trail in the North-West up the Mackenzie 
—my friend said he’d go whenever I wanted,’ or 
‘I wonder if it’s true about that flower in the 
Andes that smells like no other flower upon earth, 
and when once a man has smelt it he can’t but 
return there to live.’’’ So he wanders in imagina- 
tion here and there and everywhere; but he 
comes to the right conclusion at last: ‘Tl be 
like Wordsworth’s lark, that soars but doesn’t 
roam, true to the kindred points of heaven 
and home.” We shall be happy if we arrive at 
the same conclusion. For the whole of a 
Christian’s history has a sacramental value, 
and God is never remote. We can always soar, 
even if we never roam from the beaten track ; 
and Elim may meet us at any moment and in 
any spot.. 
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For example, it is the fellowship of Sabbath 
worship, the familiar house of God, the church 
which brings us week by week its prayers and 
praises, its light and quickening. If we refuse 
to let the church become a mere conventional 
resort, if we are resolved that our Lord and we 
shall talk there face to face, we shall go from its 
gates with our cares banished, with our steps 
buoyant, with our courage redoubled to fight the 
enemies of righteousness, with our features 
radiant and shining. Or Elim is the loyalty of 
a friend. He does not flatter us, but habitually 
he gives us kindly and generous judgment. He 
never misreads or misunderstands. We are 
certain of his sympathy and help. What a real 
grace from God Himself is such a friend ; as Paul 
was comforted by the coming of Titus; as even 
Jesus went out night by night to Bethany, when 
His Passion and His Cross approached, to renew 
His strength in the home of Martha and Mary and 
Lazarus! Or Elim is an opportunity of service. 
When we are tired ourselves, when it is dark 
weather with us, it sometimes cheers us mightily, 
it restores our brightness and our peace, to try 
and. succour another soul in its need. Once 
Christ was wearied in His journey; but a 
woman drew near Him with a profounder and 
more overwhelming weariness than His Own; 
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and He lifted away her load ; and then He could 
tell His disciples, “‘I have meat to eat that ye 
know not of.” Or Elim is a quiet time with 
God. He calls us away from other engagements 
and other companions, it may be by a grief 
that no other can share, it may be by a gladness 
with which a stranger and even a friend cannot 
intermeddle, it may be by an intensified con- 
viction that apart from Him we can do nothing ; 
and, as we wait in the solitude with Him alone, 
our strength is enhanced as the strength of ten. 

So Elim is not far off, in Samoa or Japan or 
Tibet, by the shores of the Victoria Nyanza or on 
the banks of the Mackenzie or among the crests 
of the Andes. We encounter it as we pursue our 
customary march along the King’s highway. 

The last truth is this, that Elim is not the goal, 
but it is an aid towards the goal. 

The goal lies yet ahead; and there will be 
numerous demands made upon faith, before we 
reach it and are secure in its blessedness. But 
these refreshments of God are designed to send us 
forward into the unknown with souls elate and 
with a firmer tread. 


“Elim! Elim! though the way be long, 
Unmurmuring I shall journey, and lift my heart in song ; 
And Elim! Elim! all my song shall tell 
Of rest beneath the palm tree, and joy beside the well,”’ 
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Elim has furnished us with supply. The oasis 
has its twelve springs, one for each of the tribes 
of Israel, one for each of the months of the year, 
one for each of the dispositions and tempera- 
ments of men. It has furnished us with shadow. 
The trees rise straight and stately above the 
wells, threescore and ten of them, as many as 
the years of our life upon earth. And it has 
furnished us with rest. We encamped there by 
the waters. Now we can take the heartening 
memory of it with us to solace us when we 
are again in the sand and the sun. In fact, 
we have what is better than the memory. For, 
in the life of the Spirit, we surpass the men of 
Israel in their faring through the great wilder- 
ness. They had only one Elim, but we may have 
a multitude; and God’s presence, and Christ’s 
grace, and the Holy Ghost’s communion should 
never fail us till we are safe home at length. 

A friend sent me, a few weeks back, the biog- 
raphy of a young soldier—a graduate of Liverpool 
University, a candidate for the ministry of the 
Gospel, and a captain in the King’s Own Yorkshire 
Light Infantry, who fell in the German advance 
of three spring-times ago. Once when he was 
with his men, waiting the signal to attack, he 
moved from one to another in the trench, collected 
and unafraid, ‘‘ Just before we scrambled over, 
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he read us a few verses from his Testament. I 
found out afterwards,” the narrator says, “‘ where 
they were written; it was at the end of the 
eighth of Romans: ‘Who shall separate us 
from the love of Christ ? Shall tribulation, or 
distress, or persecution, or famine, or nakedness, 
or peril, or sword? As it is written, For Thy 
sake we are killed all the day long; we are 
accounted as sheep for the slaughter. Nay, in 
all these things we are more than conquerors 
through Him that loved us. For I am persuaded 
that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor princi- 
palities, nor powers, nor things present, nor things 
to come, nor height, nor depth, nor any other 
creature, shall be able to separate us from the 
love of God which is in Christ Jesus our Lord.’ 
He just asked us what we thought of that to go 
over the top with. When the order was given, 
not a man hesitated. Our company was the 
first to be in the enemy’s trench.’ The love of 
God which is in Christ Jesus our Lord—ay, what 
do we think of that to go over the top with ? 
What do we think of that, and all the other 
divine comforts to which it introduces us, to 
enable us to endure to the end ? 

Do we know this love? And have we been 
through the Exodus before we came to Elim ? 

June 1921. 


Vv 


** Rabboni ! ’’>—JouHn xx. 16. 


JT is the sense of need which always appeals 
to Christ. To whom will He disclose 
Himself first, we ask, when He has escaped from 
the prison of death ? Will the revelation come 
in the high-priest’s palace or in Pilate’s pre- 
torium—a revelation to fill His enemies with 
dismay? Or, when blank disappointment 
broods over the minds of His disciples, will it 
be His earliest concern to end their unbelief and 
to convince them of His triumph? He takes 
another course. He sees a poor woman whose 
sorrow over Him and whose longing for Him 
are unspeakable. Her recognition of His value, 
her hunger for the sight of His face, her devotion 
to His person, her carelessness about everything 
else, draw Him irresistibly. The love ‘‘ which 
clings and trusts and worships ”’ never fails to 
gain the Saviour’s response. The penury which 
cannot do without Him is never sent empty- 

handed from His door. 
‘““ Jesus saith unto her, Mary!” There may 
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have been some surprise in the word, a wonder 
that she had not more instantaneously dis- 
covered who He was. But there were also an 
expressiveness and a tenderness which could 
come only from One who knew her as no other 
could; One who had cast seven devils out of her 
soul, so that she ‘“‘awaked from hell beneath 
the smile of Christ ’’; One who had filled her 
with the spirit of penitence and of holiness and 
of God. Immediately, under these tones, old 
memories asserted themselves; her eyes were 
opened ; her nature vibrated to its centre. She 
had turned away from the angels; for not even 
angels, pure and powerful and sympathetic, can 
satisfy the heart which cries out for Jesus. She 
had turned away from the supposed Gardener ; 
for tears blinded her, and she was unconscious 
that this was He whom she desired. But now 
she threw herself at His feet in passionate joy. 
And His one word she answered with her one 
word, spoken in the dialect of her native Galilee. 
** Rabboni ! ”—‘ My Master ! ’’—was all she said, 
and all she required to say. 

I find an exhaustive creed and a complete 
biography in Mary’s word. With her indeed it 
was impulsive, and she did not pause to reflect 
how much it implied. We may analyse it more 
leisurely, if only we are careful not to rob it 
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of the affection which she poured into it. May 
it be our creed and our biography. 

Rabboni: it speaks of the obligation of the 
debtor. 

Why did Mary of Magdala salute Jesus as 
Master? It was, in large measure, because 
the grace He had shown her had brought her 
under an incalculable debt to Him. He had 
forgiven all her iniquities, He had healed all her 
diseases, He had redeemed her life from de- 
struction. When she lay under the lash of the 
wicked spirits, that had usurped the government 
within her, He had issued His kingly command, 
and the tyrants were expelled. She had lived 
in a new world ever since—a world of order, of 
righteousness, of advancing purity, of deepening 
peace. It was impossible for her to forget her 
Deliverer. So at His feet she cried, “ My 
Master ! who brake my chains and set me free.” 

One could almost wish for a conversion as 
striking as Mary’s, if for no other reason than 
that the recollection of it must perpetually revive 
our feeling of obligation to Christ, and must in- 
tensify all our gratitude. But the quietest 
conversion is a miracle of His might and love. 
It demands as much omnipotence to expel the 
demons of pride and self-confidence as to drive 
out the demons of flagrant and riotous sin ; 
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perhaps it demands more, for Satan is most 
dangerous when he transforms himself into an 
angel of light, and no soul is so obdurate as the 
soul which has coaxed itself into the delusion that 
it can dispense with the Saviour. John Wesley 
was painfully regular in observing every religious 
duty, for years before he was roused from his 
conceit by Peter Bohler and the Moravians. 
His Journal tells us how he visited the prisons ; 
how he spent his little fortune in charity ; how 
he kept Wednesday and Friday fasts, tasting 
no food till three in the afternoon ; how he aimed 
at doing the will of God in everything. But he 
was beating the air till that evening in the May 
of 1738, when, in the meeting in Aldersgate 
Street, about a quarter before nine o’clock, he 
felt his heart strangely warmed, and did trust 
in Christ alone for salvation. And the next 
morning, he says, “‘ The moment I awaked, ‘Jesus, 
Master!’ was in my heart, and in my mouth.” 
There is an emancipation far removed from Mary 
Magdalene’s, and the man who experiences it 
praises her Redeemer for it in her very language. 
A hundred paths run to the City of God; but, 
let the path be what it may, no hand except that 
of Christ leads us to the goal. 

Have we a conversion to adore Him for? And 
do we accustom ourselves to go back to His 
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cure of our fatal malady ? Do we recall, again 
and again, how we are so deep in His debt that 
neither in time nor in eternity can we repay Him ? 
That will compel the cry, “‘ Jesus, my Master ! ” 

Let us think anew. Rabboni: it speaks of 
the reverence of the lover. 

Mary, a human shipwreck once, for whom 
nobody but Christ had seen a vestige of hope, 
had been growing into a fuller knowledge of 
her Physician. And all she saw in Him increased 
her satisfaction, until she confessed that nowhere 
had He His peer. There was a firmness in Him 
that would not tolerate her return to sin, and a 
compassion that understood all her struggles. 
There was a consistency which never deviated 
from the narrow road, and a wide and roomy love 
in which harshness and censoriousness had no 
place. There was a union with God making 
His perfection divine, and a union with man 
touching Him with the feeling of our infirmities. 
If His salvation kindled her devotion at the 
beginning, His character expanded it afterwards. 
Looking up to Him in Joseph’s garden, she could 
find only one title for a Lord so good—" My 
Master ! ” 

‘“T saw a saint,’ Christina Rossetti writes ; 
and then she halts to ask herself, ‘‘ How canst 
thou tell that he thou sawest was a saint ? ’’— 


SUNSET GLORY 57 


and at once the answer is returned, ‘“‘ I saw one 
like to Christ so luminously.” There is the 
consummate standard. There is the paragon 
of sainthood. The lowliness of Jesus, and His 
gladness, and His seriousness, and His anger, 
and His truth, and His courage, and His zeal, 
and His prayerfulness: among all holy men 
and women there never has been anything quite 
like these, anything as untainted by defect, 
anything as matchlessly glorious. But if He 
must transcend us, not in this life merely, but 
in heaven, He commands our worship once we 
have been forgiven by him, and He fills us with 
the yearning to resemble Him. We are no 
Christians unless we are being purified by our 
fellowship with Christ, unless we are climbing 
gradually towards Him who stands high above 
us, and unless in our turn we are helpers and 
patterns to those who have set out on the race 
behind ourselves. He in whom is no spot, He 
who concentrates in Himself whatsoever things 
are true and venerable and just and pure and 
lovely and of good report, must be our Chiefest 
and Best, and bending before Him we must yield 
Him our humble and glad ‘“ Rabboni.” 

We read of George Herbert that, when he 
was placed over his little parish of Bemerton, 
he said to a friend, “‘ I beseech God that my life 
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may so win upon others as to bring glory to 
my Jesus, and I am so proud of His service that 
I will always call Him ‘Jesus, my Master!’ ” 
You remember the lines in which, later, he 
sang his dedication : 
‘* How sweetly doth ‘My Master’ sound! ‘My Master!’ 
As ambergris leaves a rich scent 
Unto the taster : 


So do these words a sweet content, 
An Oriental fragrance, ‘My Master !’ ”’ 


May Christ, the altogether lovely, thus capture 
and retain your love and mine. 

I come back to Mary’s avowal. Rabboni: 
it speaks of the lesson of the scholar. 

Rabbi and Rabboni: they were the words of 
Jewish disciples and students for the instructor 
who led them into new regions of truth. “‘ Master ”’ 
they mean in the special sense, often at least, of 
‘“'Teacher.”’ It was what Jesus had been to Mary 
since He terminated her cruel bondage. Like 
another who bore her name, she welcomed the 
opportunity of sitting at His feet and of hearing 
what He had to say. And, although she had 
many things still to learn, fresh conceptions, 
fresh ideals, fresh beliefs and purposes already 
possessed her. She was a pupil, and she in- 
tended to continue a pupil, in the school of 
Christ. | 
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This, also, His Mastership involves, that we are 
taught by Him. In many methods He imparts 
His truth now that we do not listen to the actual 
cadences of His voice. The events of Providence 
disclose His mind. The counsels of our friends, 
whom he prompts, unfold His will. The books, 
written by men and women, with whom is His 
secret, utter His gracious thoughts. But along 
three main channels His tuition reaches us. 
There is His Cross—a revelation of sin and of 
redemption and of God in His righteousness and 
mercy, which we may study for a lifetime and 
never exhaust. There is His Word, enshrining 
the record of His teachings. And there is His 
Spirit, His representative within ourselves, taking 
His things and expounding them to us. The 
atoning Cross; the Bible in its heights and 
depths; the patient and illuminating Spirit, 
who conducts us as we submit to Him from dis- 
covery to discovery: through these, Mary’s 
Rabbi and Peter’s and John’s holds converse 
with us, and banishes our ignorance, and makes 
us scribes instructed unto the Kingdom of 
Heaven. 

But it implies a willingness to learn, an en- 
thusiasm for this sublimest intellectual and 
spiritual culture, not too common even among 
disciples. The other day I turned over the 
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pages of a deeply interesting article on the 
Agrapha—the sayings which purport to come from 
Jesus, but have been transmitted to us outside 
the canonical Gospels. It enumerates sixty-six 
Agrapha found in early Christian and Jewish 
writings, and adds forty-eight drawn from 
Mohammedan sources. Many of them are 
pregnant enough, although only a handful of 
them can be reviewed as trustworthy traditions 
of our Saviour’s very words. We may be par- 
doned though we know nothing about the 
Agrapha. But the lessons of the Cross, and the 
lessons of the Book, and the lessons of the Spirit, 
Christ’s unmistakable messages: there is no 
excuse for indifference concerning them, and there 
is none of us who has penetrated yet to their 
core or grasped more than a fraction of their 
significance. Day by day we ought to enter the 
classroom. Day by day we ought to greet Him 
again, “‘ My Master ! ”’ 

There is more in Mary’s confession. Rabboni: 
it speaks of the life-work of the labourer. 

This woman, whose religion was summed up 
in an absorbing joy in Jesus, was quick to fulfil 
His tasks. To run His errands, to repeat His 
words, to commend Him to everybody: she 
could not conceive an existence more to be 
envied. She made mistakes, no doubt; and 
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there were spheres of activity for which she had 
no fitness and which were closed against her. 
But love rendered toil and sacrifice for such a 
Lord the easiest of yokes. Let Him ask what 
He pleased and she would be held back by no 
difficulty. ‘My Master!’ she would whisper 
to her heart, as she stooped and shod her feet 
with the sandals of cheerfulness and obedience. 
If He is our Master, we must prove it, we must 
be employed habitually in His service. There 
are enterprises lying near His soul, and He is no 
longer here to carry them out in His own person, 
and they must be performed through us who are 
His delegates. ‘There are the warning and the 
wooing and winning of sinners. There are the 
upbuilding and the comforting of saints. ‘There 
is the ingathering to His Church of those outside, 
some round our own doors, some in heathen lands 
far away. ‘There is the teaching of the young, 
and the visiting of the sick, and the strengthening 
of the tempted, and the reclaiming of the fallen. 
There are public evils to be rebuked and forces 
striving for public godliness to be aided. There 
is a ministry of prayer, earnest, whole-hearted, 
invincible, to be undertaken. There is a holy 
demeanour to be maintained in the face of all 
solicitations to what is less exacting and more 
worldly. I say nothing of how our ordinary 
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occupations are to be perfumed with the odours 
of the better country, and our ordinary talk :to 
be instinct with a grace and a purity which only 
Christ can bestow. It is no child’s play to be 
His bondslave. It will enlist all our energies, 
and, over and above, it will mean our continual re- 
ception of His help, a waiting on Him which does 
not flag, a faith perpetuated to our dying day. 
But if we have the temper of Mary, there will be 
no life comparable with this attitude and atmo- 
sphere of surrender. Morning by morning, and 
minute by minute, our souls will re-echo the 
strain, ‘““ One is my Master, even Christ.”’ 

In a world like ours there is no time for delay. 
An old book tells us about the Puritan general : 
‘Fairfax was always for action, esteeming 
nothing unfeasable for God, and for man to do 
in God’s strength. He hath done all so soon, 
because he was ever doing.” Where there is 
such urgent need of diligence, Sir Thomas Fair- 
fax’s rule is the only one becoming the Christian. 
And with a Lord like ours, who not only sets 
great tasks but communicates a great power, 
there is no defence for idleness. Corn, it is 
said, ripens in 70 degrees north, the latitude of 
Lapland and Siberia, in ninety days, the same 
time exactly as it requires to mature on the banks 
of the Nile. Wherever and whatever we are, 
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Jesus can make His grace sufficient for us, and 
can equip us for His work. Let us cheat Him no 
more of the toil which is His due—Him, our 
Master. 

I glean one other thought. Rabboni: it speaks 
of the expectation of the pilgrim. 

Mary’s heart leaped up, when, on this resurrec- 
tion Sabbath, Jesus was restored after His 
absence. In the exuberance of delight, she 
would have held Him fast. He had to forbid 
her. He had to show her that, meanwhile, the 
former familiar and daily communion could 
not be resumed, but that she was to have a 
spiritual friendship infinitely more fruitful than 
the old. He negatived one form of intercourse, 
that He might promise a more precious form. 
Yet, in the future, Mary would see His very shape 
and features, as she had seen Him in the past. 
‘“‘T ascend to My Father and your Father,” He 
declared; and in His ascension His disciple 
would erelong share. 

To-day ours is that spiritual friendship with a 
Lord unseen. But to-morrow we, who are saved 
by His unfathomable grace, shall see Him again, 
and our hearts will rejoice, and our joy no one 
will take from us. It is the hope which animates 
His debtors, His lovers, His scholars, His 
labourers. 
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The Householder will return after His sojourn 
in the far country. He will seek from you and 
me an account of our stewardship. How have 
we used His talents for His glory? He will 
ask. I cannot think of a prospect which should 
wield a more potent influence on our life and work. 
‘We are ambitious,’ says Paul, “to be well- 
pleasing unto Him; for we must all be made 
manifest before the judgment-seat of Christ.” 
It is the ambition which ought to govern us. 
It will prevent us from the indulgence of sin. 
It will stir us to study the lessons of Jesus with 
greater ardour. It will add to our zeal in serving 
Him. How good it will be if, before those Eyes 
which search everything even while they brim 
over with tenderness, we are able once more 
to repeat our ““Rabboni! Master ! ”’ 

And then the truths which His own lips will 
teach us in the fuller life beyond, and the tasks 
which He will apportion us in the land where 
neither body nor spirit tires, and the converse 
we shall have with Him, and the likeness we shall 
bear to Him: our imagination can picture 
them, but the reality will outrun the imagina- 
tion. May not each learner and bondman of 
Jesus adopt the words of quaint Henry Montague, 
the Earl of Manchester, three hundred years ago @ 
—‘‘ Therefore I will say, Lord, when shall [ 
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come and appear before Thee ? Like as the hart 
panteth for the water-brooks, so pants my soul 
for Thee: I had rather be a door-keeper in Thy 
house than dwell here, though in chambers of 
pleasure.”’ 

But the life which does not belong to Christ, 
the heart which cannot say ‘“ Rabboni ! ”—it 
is a heart which is orphaned and _ beggared ; 
it is a life which, here and hereafter, is only a 
living death. 


July 1904. 


VI 


Ev rots érovpaviows.—EPH. i. 3, ii. 6, ii. 10, vi. 12. 


“TN the heavenly places’; more simply and 

more literally still, ‘“‘ In the heavenlies ”— 
it is the refrain to which this Epistle to the 
Ephesians returns again and again. It is the very 
keyword of the great deep-thoughted majestical 
letter, a keyword not to be found elsewhere in 
the letters of Paul, nor indeed in any other part 
-of Holy Scripture. The melodies of the ever- 
lasting chime which ring and echo through the 
Holy Book are distinct and various; and _ this 
is the melody which belongs specially to these 
chapters. 

It is a wonderful tribute to Christ and Chris- 
tianity that a prisoner should live and move and 
have his being “in the heavenlies.’”” When he 
wrote the Epistle, Paul was a captive in Rome, 
confined to his own hired room, watched over 
day and night by the legionaries of Cesar, his 
left hand fettered to the wrist of one of Nero’s 
guardsmen. But the narrow little chamber 


could notshuthimin. Itseemed as if its solid and 
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rigid walls dissolved into thin air, and he walked 
at liberty through a spacious land, with wide 
horizons and fruitful fields and a thousand beauties 
and grandeurs. Its citizens crowded round him. 
Its Golden Prince was his intimate Friend. From 
the restrictions and discouragements of his im- 
mediate surroundings he escaped to the freedom, 
the dignity, and the power of the heavenlies, and 
none was so rich or so glad as he. And that is 
what Christ has done, and is doing still; not for 
royal souls like Paul’s alone, but for multitudes 
of humbler men and women. 

You will gather, therefore, that the heavenlies 
are not to be restricted to the world of the future, 
which lies on the farther side of the grave. That 
is where St. John found them: in the New 
Jerusalem, where there is no more death nor 
sorrow nor curse, for the former things are passed 
away. But St. Paul finds them nearer at hand. 
To him they are a sphere of experience and action 
and discovery with which he is already familiar. 
They are a stage and an arena where the real 
events of his life transpire. You and I will never 
know the heavenlies of to-morrow, unless we are 
breathing the air and enjoying the privilege and 
doing the work of the heavenlies of to-day. The 
one is forerunner of the other, its suburbs and 
outcourts, its porch and gateway. 
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So here are four pictures of the heavenlies, 
where a Christian man is to spend his history in 
the present. They are a warm and wealthy 
home. They are a king’s throne and seat. 
They are a dramatic and enthralling spectacle. 
And they are a field of keen, hot battle. We 
cannot tarry long over the pictures, though they 
have a great deal to say. We must be content 
with a glance at each, and a question about each. 
Is it as true of myself as it ought to be ? 

The heavenlies are a home, the warmest and 
the wealthiest of homes—that comes first. 

‘‘ Blessed be the God and Father of our Lord 
Jesus Christ,” Paul says and sings, ‘“ who hath 
blessed us, in every blessing of the Spirit, in the 
heavenly places, in Christ.” 

Once we were outside the threshold, in the 
dark night, in the cold winter, in the distance of 
banishment, in self-will and sin. We had our 
possessions and joys; but they were not the best 
possessions, nor the joys which endure and last. 
At heart we were poor, wretched, miserable, 
blind, naked. But the Father pitied us, and led 
us, through the persuasion of His Spirit, and in 
the grace of His Son, from our exile without to 
the light and heat and provision and _ plenty 
within. We think of the old deprivation and the 
new abundance ; we remember the sheer kindness 
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and goodwill which have wrought the change ; 
and we take up Paul’s psalm and bless God. 

For this is no ordinary home in which we find 
ourselves. It is amazing, incomparable. Its 
foundations were laid in eternity, and our place 
in it was appointed then ; “‘ Ere suns and moons 
could wax and wane, God thought on me, His 
child.” And as for the riches we discover 
waiting within its walls for our appropriation, an 
inventory of these is next to impossible. Paul 
attempts the catalogue, but it is like to baffle 
even his capacious soul and his tumultuous pen. 
Adoption and sonship, acceptance and God’s 
favour, redemption and the forgiveness of sins, 
membership and inheritance in the mighty family 
Christ is gathering to Himself, the seals and the 
tokens and the foretastes of glories yet in front : 
thus the great thoughts and the kindling words 
chase each other in rapid succession. And all 
this is yours and mine, when the Father blesses 
us, through the Spirit, in Christ. All this is the 
furniture and the food, the sweetness and the 
strength, of our home in the heavenlies. 

Why are we not surer of it? Why are there 
Christians haunted by doubt and sadness, with 
little peace and little power? Why are there 
other Christians hankering after old worldly 
goods and delights, and almost preferring this 
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tinsel and paint to the fine gold of the Father’s 
house ? Let us use more and prize more the 
wealth and warmth which are ours. Our Scottish 
wanderer, looking back across the width of the 
world to the shade of his rooftree and the dear 
days of old, says wistfully, “Home was home 
then, full of kindly faces ; home was home then, 
happy for the child.’”? But there is no home to 
compare with that which, now and always, is 
yours and mine in Christ Jesus. 

But, next, the heavenlies are a king’s throne 
and centre of government and authority. 

‘“God,”? Paul writes, “being rich in mercy, 
hath quickened us, and raised us up, and made 
us sit in the heavenlies in Christ Jesus.” And, a 
few sentences before, he had defined these 
heavenlies more exactly. They are where the 
Father has placed His well-beloved Son, now that 
the obedience and the Cross and the sepulchre and 
all the humiliation are past—‘‘at His Own right 
hand.” They are the seat of supremest majesty 
and highest rule. Christ is there, wearing the 
crown, wielding the sceptre, invested with un- 
disputed dominion ; and, wonder of wonders !— 
can we believe it? are we living as if it were 
true ?—you and I are intended to be there also, 
side by side with this risen and prevailing and 
victorious Christ. 
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It means a marvellous nearness to God. The 
Son is with the Father, at His right hand, close 
to Him as He can be; and we, the younger 
children, the later-born, share in this friendship 
and intimacy which our Elder Brother knows so 
perfectly and rejoices in without intermission or 
break. So far as our finite souls can receive what 
His infinite soul welcomes in its fullest measure, 
His communion with God is our communion ; and 
that spells liberty and kinghood and peace. And 
it means a quiet, purposeful, triumphant 
sovereignty. Once the waves and billows went 
over Christ ; but now He sits Master and Monarch, 
and the floods do His bidding and execute His 
behests, and actually help forward His cause. 
And this, when you and I are united with Him, 
is our position and our rest and our reign. We 
are not at the mercy of men and events, even 
when these seem unfriendly. We are not the 
sport of winds and storms. We should cherish 
the calm conviction that they are working to- 
gether for our good. We should be more than 
conquerors over them, refusing to let them hurt 
us, and extracting a positive blessing from them. 

Such are the regal heavenlies, of nearest 
fellowship with God and unperturbed govern- 
ment over the chances and changes of time, to 
which we are raised. Where shall we fall in with 
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them ? In some holy city or some sacred shrine 
to which we go on pilgrimage ? In some lonely 
hermitage where we seclude ourselves? No; if 
ours is the humble heart, and the broken spirit, 
and the attitude of faith, and the continual 
vision of Christ, we wear the diadem, and we are 
kings and queens in the heavenly places. 

Let us come to our third picture. The 
heavenlies are a drama, an exhibition, a spectacle 
of endless and enthralling interest. 

“In the heavenlies,’’? Paul declares, ‘‘ the 
Church makes known to the principalities and 
powers the manifold wisdom of God.” They are 
the scene where, in age after age and land after 
land, the Church has played its part and spoken 
its message and fulfilled its mission. The angels, 
cherubim who know and seraphim who burn, 
are watchers and students of the scene ; it holds 
their attention as nothing else can do, and stirs 
their wonder, and compels their worship, and 
calls forth their sympathy and praise. And 
what they read in it, most luminously and most 
impressively, is the many-coloured wisdom of 
God: how no problem is insuperable to Him ; 
how all things are possible ; how He comes for 
our salvation though innumerable hindrances 
block His path, and where sin abounds His grace 
abounds much more. 
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The Church, but where is the Church 2 Not 
in venerable councils and assemblies alone, nor 
in splendid cathedrals, nor in the throng of vast 
congregations. It is where two or three meet 
in the name of Jesus Christ, and are taught by 
His Word and Spirit. It is in this separate and 
single soul, which has been touched by the flaming 
coal from the altar of God, which was once dead 
but is now alive, which is being sanctified more 
and more as it looks away unto Jesus, its First 
and Last and All in all, which believes and loves 
and prays. “‘ Where is the Church of God in 
Scotland at this day ?’’ Alexander Peden said. 
“It is not among the great clergy. I will tell 
you where itis. It is wherever a praying young 
man or young woman is at a dykeside in Scotland. 
That’s where the Church is.”” Andagain he would 
encourage his hearers: “If there be one of you, 
Christ will be the Second. If there be two, He 
will be the Third. Ye shall never want Company.” 

So in you, in me, the Church may be summed 
up, the whole drama of the heavenlies may be 
enacted, and the angels may behold in operation 
the manifold wisdom of God—His righteousness 
joining with His love to redeem us, His ingenuity 
and His patience training us into the likeness of 
His Son, His skill and resource and strength 
put forth without cessation and without stint for 
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our perfecting. I think we would reverence 
ourselves more, and would let God have more 
unfettered scope within us, if we recollected 
habitually that we are a lesson-book and spectacle 
to the principalities and powers of the unseen 
world. 

Last of all, the heavenlies, as the Christian 
knows them, assume still another character. 
They are the field of fierce, keen, hot battle. 

‘Our wrestling,” Paul writes, “‘is not against 
flesh and blood, but against the world-rulers of 
this darkness, and against the spiritual hosts of 
wickedness in the heavenlies. Here is a change 
indeed. That warm and wealthy home of ours, 
that seat of kingly authority, that state of highest 
privilege which the angels contemplate with 
thanksgiving to God, is beleaguered, is attacked, 
has an army of ghostly and unrelenting enemies 
knocking at its gates, is ringed round about by 
bitter foes who grudge us our possession of its 
blessedness and would strip us if they can of its 
power and peace. ‘The hosts of Midian are never 
far off from the holy ground. 

Paul sees in every redeemed and new-created 
soul a kind of irresistible magnet which draws to 
it all the inhabitants of the invisible world. 
There are pure and radiant principalities above 
us who learn from you and me that God is match- 
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lessly wise. There are dark and malignant 
principalities below us who crowd round you and 
me with the intention of spoiling and wrecking 
the divine life which the wisdom of God makes 
our own. The apostle is sure of their existence. 
Demonic and Satanic beings are very real to 
him, very subtle, very pitiless. They want to 
sap our intellectual belief, insinuating doubts 
into the mind of the most central facts and 
truths in our Christian faith. They try to spoil 
our devotional experience, suggesting some 
querulous complaint or some corrupting imagina- 
tion when we are kneeling at prayer or reading 
God’s Word or sitting at the holy table of our 
Lord. They are eager to drag down and besmirch 
our practical godliness, to trap us into incon- 
sistent and unworthy conduct, to mar and weaken 
our witness to our Master. Let us not be ignorant 
of their devices. These devices are many, and 
persevering, and plausible, and intended to 
succeed. 

But there is no reason why they should succeed. 
Once we were subjects of those evil powers. 
They are the world-rulers of this darkness, and 
were obedient to the rule. They could do with 
us then what they liked ; we were citizens of their 
own commonwealth. But now we are trans- 
ported into the heavenlies, and are ourselves part 
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and parcel of the heavenlies. The spiritual hosts 
of wickedness are not at home there. It is not 
their sphere. They do certainly invade its 
precincts. They approach us. They tempt us. 
They strive hard to seduce us from our dwelling 
and our Lord. There is no victory over which 
they would more rejoice than that. But the 
victory need never be theirs. Let us pause to 
recollect the safeties and the liberties and the 
glories of the dwelling, and it will be an utter 
impossibility to part with them. What is more 
essential still, let us cast ourselves afresh on the 
Lord, and He will undertake for us against the 
adversary. “‘ We wrestle,’ Paul says; but our 
wrestling is our trust in Christ, our cry to Christ, 
our confidence that Christ is more than all who 
are against us. 
“© T sink in life’s alarms, 
When by myself I stand, 


imprison me within Thine arms, 
And strong shall be my hand.” 


God bring every one of us into the Heavenlies 
through Jesus the Door. 


October 1921. 


VL 
“Go through, go through the gates.’’—Isa. lxii. 10. 


W* read these words, and there rises before 

us the picture of two cities of the 
ancient world. They were cities entirely different 
in situation and in history, in character and in 
hope. The one was Babylon, and the other was 
Jerusalem. 

The gates may have been those of Babylon, 
proud and wide and lofty gates. In the mighty 
metropolis on the Euphrates the men and women 
of Judah were living in exile. For a long time 
they had been there. At first their captivity 
had been utterly distasteful to them. They hated 
it. They could not sing the Lord’s song in 
the strange land, but sat mute and silent and 
stricken. But the years ran on. A new genera- 
tion grew up on the alien soil. Where the fathers 
and mothers had felt themselves in banishment 
and strangerhood, the sons and daughters formed 
close and congenial ties of friendship, of business, 
of imitation, and affinity. So the prophet, and 
the Lord behind the prop na had to address a 
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loud and reiterated command to them, a summons 
to depart about which there could be no mistake 
—‘* Go through, go through the gates.” 

Or the gates may have been those of Jerusalem, 
much smaller and less imposing, now blackened 
with fire and lying largely in wreckage and ruin, 
but with such august and holy memories cluster- 
ing around them. Settled though they were 
among their heathen masters, and too much at 
home on those distant plains of Mesopotamia, 
it was impossible for the Jews to forget Jerusalem. 
They knew that it was beautiful for situation, and 
the joy of the earth. They remembered that it 
had been the centre and capital of their national 
life. They thought of it as God’s rest and 
dwelling, to which the tribes repaired to worship 
Him. A thousand moving and thrilling histories 
came to them in connexion with it. Its very 
sorrows and injuries and ignominies and wrongs 
rendered it more dear. Perhaps it was Jerusalem, 
not the place of departure but the place of 
aspiration and arrival, which the prophet and 
the Lord intended when they spoke their 
imperative, “Go through, go through the gates.” 

Babylon and Jerusalem have each their 
significance for ourselves. They are cities of the 
present as well as of the past. They are marked 
on the map of the spiritual world as plainly as 
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on the maps of geographers and explorers. You 
and I are enrolled either in the one or in the 
other. 

So, first, there is Babylon. 

It is, frankly, palpably, flauntingly, the 
heathen city ; the metropolis of those who are 
far from the living God and His kingdom and 
righteousness. Let us look at its inhabitants. 
They are numerous. They are wealthy. They 
are often brilliantly clever. They boast of their 
freedom and privilege and power. Outwardly 
they seem to have everything their hearts can 
wish. But you notice that they are exceedingly 
near-sighted. Their vision is bounded by the 
world which passes away; the other world, 
which is eternal and heavenly, scarcely comes 
within their horizon. The treasures they covet 
and pant after are immediately below them, the 
sticks and straws and dust of the floor; the 
crown of gold is above their heads, and they 
seldom raise their eyes to see and to desire it. 
And you notice, further, that they are essentially 
idolatrous. Babylon has its deity; but the 
deity is not Jehovah ; he is a poor counterfeit, 
Merodach or Baal. The dwellers in the Babylon 
of to-day worship success, or popular opinion, or 
pleasure, or the fashions of the hour. Chiefly 
they worship self, in one or other of its myriad 


80 SUNSET GLORY 


shapes, more subtle and respectable or more 
blatant and ugly. And these are miserable and 
false divinities before which to fall down in 
allegiance. And then you notice that, in spite 
of their vaunted liberties, the inhabitants of 
Babylon are really slaves. They try to conceal 
their bondage, like that Stuart king of Scotland 
who wore his iron belt underneath the purple of 
his robe and the jewels of his crown. But the 
bondage is there, and the iron belt is an in- 
exorable fact. They are serfs and thralls of sin. 
It holds them in vassalage. It does with them 
what it pleases. Its grip is tight, strong, relent- 
less. 

This is the Babylon with which we are all 
familiar; of which we are the near-sighted and 
idolatrous and sinful citizens. But God’s com- 
mandment rings in our ears, “Come out from it 
and be separate. Go through, go through the 
gates.” 

It is not always a welcome commandment. 
For we resemble the Jews of the exile, and are 
very much at home in the foreign and pagan city. 
Our parents lived there before us, and our friends 
live there still. We are fond of the gains and 
goods which can be acquired in the place, of its 
glitter and amusement, of its manners and 
customs. I read the other day of a modern man, 


SUNSET GLORY 81 


whose biography has just been published, and 
who was:accustomed to say that “I like” ex- 
plained all human action. ‘‘ When philosophy 
has maundered ponderously for a month, telling 
the individual what to do, the individual protests 
in an instant, ‘I like,’ and does something else.”’ 
That is it: we have grown to like the atmo- 
sphere and the speech and the habits and the 
attractions of Babylon, and it is hard to tear 
ourselves away. 

But there are other voices within us better 
worth listening to than “I like,” and these 
voices urge us to obey God’s call to depart from 
the entangling town. This voice: “I long and 
yearn.” Deep down beneath the surface liking 
is a hunger of the soul for what Babylon can 
never give and what Jerusalem only can supply. 
‘Thou hast made us for Thyself,” said Augustine, 
‘and our heart is restless until it rest in Thee.” 
This voice, too: “I ought.” Conscience and 
duty speak within us. They say emphatically 
that we have no right to be lingering in Baby- 
lon, that it is sheer disobedience and rebellion 
to stay there any longer, that what God enjoins 
it is our part to obey. And this voice in the 
end: “I must, and I will.” “I will bid good- 
bye to the heathen city. I will go through the 


gates. I will arise and go to my Father.”” Those 
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are the voices to which men and women should 
pay heed and should make response. 

When we do, we discover that God Himself 
has sent their messages to us, and persuades and 
enables us to carry them out. He is busy behind 
our convictions and confessions and desires, and 
our resolution to forsake Babylon is prompted 
and sustained by Him. What we could not 
fulfil He empowers us to fulfil. And once it is 
done in His strength, and the detaining hand 
of the old life is shaken off, and the gates are 
gone through, what a deliverance is ours, what 
an emancipation, what a satisfaction of heart ! 
It is a glad beginning of days. ‘“‘ Broke are their 
nets, and thus escaped we.”’ 

But, over against Babylon, there is Jerusalem. 

It is just the opposite of the near-sighted and 
idolatrous and sin-fettered city. It is God’s 
city, where His sons and daughters adore and 
praise Him, and walk in fellowship with Him, 
and behold His face in righteousness, and love 
and do His will, and find their chief end in 
glorifying and enjoying Him. The actual 
Jerusalem of Old and New Testament times often 
failed and fell short, was often fickle and un- 
faithful, and often passed through fire and water 
because of its disloyalties. But the ideal Jeru- 
salem, which God saw and in which He delighted, 
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was like His first-begotten Son, holy and harm- 
less and undefiled and separated from sinners. 
It was “ one diamond, perfect, pure, and clean.”’ 

Now if Babylon is the place God commands 
us to leave, Jerusalem is the place He com- 
mands us to enter. We are not simply to 
approach it and to sit down within sight of its 
walls. We are to penetrate into it, to get to 
know it thoroughly, and to make our own its 
light and life, its sanctity and grace. ‘“‘ Go 
through, go through the gates,’ God enjoins 
every child of His house. But that is what 
many Christians are strangely reluctant and 
unwilling to do. 

Let us take the gate of faith. We have some 
real acquaintance with it, but the acquaintance 
is partial and broken. If our faith were simpler, 
steadier, fuller, we should be conscious of God’s 
presence from morning to night, of Christ’s 
redemption meeting our deepest and constantly 
recurring needs, of the Holy Spirit abiding 
always in the secret of our spirits. We should 
live and have our being not in the temporal and 
visible world nearly so much as in the world 
eternal and unseen. Our heart and brain move 
there ; our feet stay here. 

Let us take the gate of surrender. We bring 
our little gifts to God. We lay our paltry 
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tribute at the pierced feet of Christ, who came 
to save us not through water but through blood. 
But there are few of us whose sacrifices on our 
Lord’s behalf really cost us anything. Our time, 
our thought, our money, are so grudgingly 
bestowed. Our prayers are not strong cryings 
and tears. Our labours for the kingdom’s 
sake are not in the sweat of our souls. We look 
up at the gate of surrender; we admire it from 
a safe distance. ‘‘It is a noble portico,” we say ; 
but only one here and another there go through it. 

Let us take the gate of joy. ‘“ Put sadness 
away from thee,’ an old Christian writing of 
the second century counsels its readers. To a 
certain extent we obey the counsel, but our joy 
is not so radiant and so conquering and so con- 
tagious as that of Christ’s redeemed should be. 
It would be completer, if our faith were brighter 
and our surrender more unreserved. A friend 
told me of the home-going, a week or two since, 
of a servant and saint of God. His wife, herself 
ill, came to his bedside. ‘ You are not going to 
leave me,”’ she said. He took her hand in his. 
‘““My dear,” he replied, “let us sing the 
doxology.”” He had himself to raise the trium- 
phant strain, “Praise God from whom all bless- 
ings flow,’’ and, as they sang it, he went to 
be with Christ. The trumpets should sound, the 
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doxology should be lifted up, on this side as well 
as on the other. 

And let us take the gate of power. In the 
name of the Lord Jesus, and in the strength of 
the Holy Ghost, the disciple is baptized with 
heavenly power. He answers the questions of 
bewildered men. He heals the diseases of a sick 
and dying world. “ Eyes rekindling and prayers 
follow his steps as he goes.”” So it should be with 
each of us who has tasted for himself that the Lord 
is gracious. But most of us are feeble and in- 
effectual. We are in sore need of a season of 
revival. Let us pray for it; let us expect it; 
when it comes we shall do signs and wonders 
in the victorious might of our God. 

Yes, what we want is to go through the gates of 
Jerusalem, to possess our possessions, and to be 
Christians not in word or in tongue but in deed 
and in truth. 

But first let us be very sure that we have gone 
through the gates of Babylon, and have left the 
City of Destruction for ever behind us. 


November 1921. 


Vill 
“Ye are God’s workmanship.”—HEpu. ii. 10. 


'T is possible to translate these words differ- 
ently. Throughout the New ‘Testament 
there are various Greek terms used for an act, 
a deed, a work. Sometimes, for example, it is 
épyoy; and sometimes, again, it is wpayywo. 
But here the term is peculiar, and is found no- 
where else; we can scarcely avoid the con- 
clusion that we are meant to pay special atten- 
tion to it. It is roimue. I have only to pro- 
nounce it, and you have at once a hint of its 
other translation. ‘‘ Ye are God’s poem,” Paul 
may be thinking and saying, as well as “* Ye are 
God’s workmanship.” And do you not like 
that rendering of his phrase ? 
There was in his mind, as he wrote the sentence, 
a picture of the men and women for whom his 
letter was intended. They had undergone “a 
sea-change into something rich and strange.” 
Once they had been dead in trespasses and sins ; 
now their hearts throbbed and tingled with 


spiritual life. Once they were children of wrath ; 
86 
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now they were heirs and possessors of grace, 
and mercy, and peace. Once their powers were 
debased, their sensibilities were poisoned, their 
truest nature was stifled beneath a load of evil 
thoughts and habits; now they were fellow- 
citizens with the saints, and were rising every 
hour into completer holiness and more Christ-like 
love. It was a wonderful and happy revolution. 
It was a transfiguration. Suppose that, this 
Sabbath day, we were carried away from our 
accustomed surroundings, and were set down 
in the midst of a native Christian congregation 
on a Samoan island, or in a vast Indian city, 
or by the side of an African lake. We saw the 
worshippers, so reverent, so earnest, with their 
faces glowing with a new light and gladness. 
And we remembered that, only a year or two 
ago, in some cases but a few months back, they 
were enslaved by the ignorance and the vice of 
heathenism. I am certain that then we would 
share Paul’s thankfulness and joy. Looking at 
those people, and pondering the marvel and the 
magnificence of the thing that had befallen them, 
we would be compelled to say—not merely 
“They are God’s workmanship,” but “ They 
are God’s poem.” 

God’s poem: there is a haunting music in 
the metaphor, a wealth of suggestiveness, a 
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fragrance as of a garden in summer. Let us 
study its message for a short while ; and let us 
pray that it may describe ourselves. 


I 


And, first, I remark that a poem is a miracle. 
The very etymology of the word teaches us 
this. A poem, literally interpreted, is something 
created and creative. It has risen into being 
almost as astoundingly as the world did, when 
the thought and voice and touch of God summoned 
it from nothingness. It is itself almost as amaz- 
ing and as noble. Our old Scottish name for 
the poet was the Makar, the Creator. William 
Dunbar, chief among our early singers, has a 
famous Lament for his brother-poets, whom 
death has taken, silencing their melody, and 
robbing their fellows of the delight which they 
knew how to give. 
‘**T see that makaris amang the laif 
Playis heir ther pageant, syne gois to graif, 
Sparit is nocht ther faculté ; 
Timor Mortis conturbat me.” 


The poet is indeed a Makar. He makes. He 
quickens. Into our minds and hearts he calls 
ideas and ideals, visions and truths, hopes and 
resolutions, which were not there formerly. 
He catches the first streaks of the dawn on the 
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eastern hill-tops. He feels before other men 
the tremor and the impulse of splendid convic- 
tions. He opens our dull eyes to lovelinesses 
and inspirations of which we were quite un- 
conscious. Even when his theme is a common 
one, a “natural sorrow, grief, or pain, that has 
been and may be again,’’ how he invests it with 
significance, with freshness, with a universe of 
meaning! There is in him that inexplicable 
endowment which we designate genius, an endow- 
ment superhuman and godlike. What a debt 
we owe to our great poets, who have never 
degraded their transcendent gifts, but have 
always used the utmost for the highest ! 

And “ ye are God’s poem ’’—every one of you 
who belongs to His household of salvation and 
faith. About you there is the miraculous 
element. On you there is the stamp of a divine 
creation. One birth makes us citizens of the 
world in which we spend our daily history—a 
birth which, though God stands behind it, is 
governed by natural laws and is conformed to 
an everywhere-prevailing type. But another 
birth introduces us to the kingdom of grace. 
Heredity and parenthood have nothing to do 
with it. Directly, unmistakably, it is brought 
about by the intervention and the almightiness 
of God. His Spirit, who moved on the face of 
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the waters in the far-off beginning of things, 
moves as mysteriously and as victoriously in 
our separate souls; and one by one He lifts us, 
He and none else, out of death into eternal life. 
‘You hath He quickened,” says Paul in this 
chapter. 

Here and there in literature we meet a man 
who is pre-eminently a Makar, a poet—a Chaucer, 
a Shakespeare, a Milton, a Wordsworth. But 
nowhere, in our race of enfeebled and _ self- 
destroyed sinners, is there a man who is a Makar, 
a creator, a poet: the parallel is not exact and 
perfect. It is God’s prerogative alone to con- 
ceive and write the best poems, the poems of 
lives redeemed and renewed, saved from wrath 
and from disobedience and fashioned after the 
image of Christ. We have many proofs of it. 
Mothers and fathers would fain regenerate the 
children who are twined about their hearts ; 
but they learn soon their utter inability. We 
strive to shape ourselves into men with the quiet 
conscience and the satisfied heart and the holy 
character ; but all our struggles end in failure. 
We have neighbours who are most estimable, 
most conscientious, keeping all the traditions of 
religion, and making a brave effort to please 
God; but we put them beside other neighbours, 
whose deepest souls have been taught from 
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heaven the real secret ; and the vastness of the 
difference is apparent to us—the labour and the 
pain and the disappointment of the one class, 
the freedom and the spontaneousness and the 
love of the other. Or, again, we read the biog- 
raphy of a notable Christian — Augustine, 
Luther, Chalmers ; and we are left in no manner 
of doubt that the finger of the Lord has touched 
him, and that he is a new creation in Christ 
Jesus. There is not a disciple anywhere who is 
not God’s poiema, a very miracle of His omni- 
potence and unearthly grace. 

In one of his letters, Dr. John Brown tells 
us of a visit he paid to an exhibition of Sir Henry 
Raeburn’s portraits. They are “ quite wonder- 
ful,” he says, “‘for honest, living, delightful 
work, manly and womanly, all of them, and all 
in their best moods.’’ But he goes on: ‘“ But 
there is a want; I don’t know what to call it, 
but it is what Sir Joshua and Gainsborough 
have—an ethereal something.” Sir Henry, he 
thinks, can give us the thing seen, but not the 
unseen and the imagined, which is yet the true: 
painters, like poets, have their degrees, and not 
all of them are creators of the supreme sort. 
Ah! and it is God alone in the spiritual realm 
who can call forth in you and me the “ ethereal 
something.” Without Him we may have many 
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good qualities; but we are dead. Has He 
breathed His breath into us? Has He changed 
everything ? Are we His poem ? 


It 


But, next, I remark that a poem is a thing of 
beauty. 

The thought which it contains is couched in 
memorable, rhythmical, exquisite language— 
language that commends and adorns the thought, 
and that gives it an abiding place in the sanctuary 
of the soul. There have been poets, I grant, 
who have despised these graces and harmonies 
of expression ; but, much as we reverence them 
for the truths they have unveiled to our gaze, 
our gratitude would have been greater still if 
they had draped the truths in a winsomer dress. 
This is one main distinction—is it not ?— 
between prose and poetry, that in prose the 
substance and the content of the message are 
the essential matters, but in poetry, while the 
substance remains of infinite importance, the 
clothing too ought always to be comely and 
artistic and perfect. And, when it is so, does it 
not carry us into a sweeter and warmer air than 
the weightiest prose can do ? 


‘**In the workaday world—for its needs and woes, 
There is place and enough for the pains of prose ; 
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But whenever the Maybells clash and chime, 
Then hey !—for the ripple of laughing rhyme.”’ 


And “ye are God’s poem,” declares St. Paul. 
It is as if he said : Not only are you the manifesta- 
tion of God’s creative thought and energy, but 
you are expected to reveal Him rhythmically, 
sweetly, alluringly, persuasively. The form of 
your Christianity signifies as well as the 
substance. 

I am very much afraid that some of us, whom 
He has raised from the dead, into newness of 
life, are forgetting this. We may be His poems; 
but what jars, what roughnesses, what defects 
and discords, interfere with our music! We 
- tolerate tempers and practices which ought to 
be forsaken and crucified. We do not aspire 
after the loftiest interpretation of the faith and 
behaviour of believing men. We lack a sterling 
righteousness, or an unwearying love, or a con- 
quering joy. God’s miracle has been wrought 
for us, but we are not publishing it poetically, 
with attraction and with eloquence and with 
charm. He has created us, but we are unmindful 
that He has created us, as our apostle puts 
it, ““unto good works ’—works as melodious as 
the happy murmur of the brook, or the rustle 
of the leaves when the wind is soft and low, or 
the cadence of a song. 
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‘« Perhaps what we need is to lay aside some- 
thing that is unworthy of our high and heavenly 
calling. There is a sin to which our heart has 
not yet bidden good-bye. There is a grudge 
that we are cherishing against our brother. 
There is an inconsistency that weakens our 
testimony for God, and that prevents some who 
know us from submitting themselves to Him. 
These spoil the poetry ; and it never will ring 
and soar and triumph as it should until we have 
abjured them. Or perhaps what we need is to 
supply a grace which is still wanting in our life. 
We are just; but we are not compassionate 
and pitiful. We are gentle ; but we are not bold 
to rebuke and oppose wrongdoing. We are 
diligent ; but we are hurried in secret devotion 
and little given to meditation and quiet waiting 
on our Lord. We are exact and scrupulous in 
the performance of duty; but we have not the 
gladness and the liberty and the peace which 
should garrison our souls and shine from our 
faces. The poem is imperfect and compara- 
tively ineffective, because it demands the in- 
clusion of an ingredient that is missing. Or 
perhaps what we need is to receive more con- 
tinuously and simply the Holy Spirit of God. 
If we reposed unquestioningly on Him, He 
would keep our being the shrine of what is 
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lovely and of good report ; He would teach our 
lips to speak the language at once of truth and 
of tenderness; and He would rid our virtues 
of those deficiencies and harshnesses which mar 
woefully our witness for Christ. He would do 
it all in His Own silent and yet victorious way. 
‘Nature,’ it has been finely said, “while she 
labours as a machine, sleeps as a picture ”’; 
and that is even truer of the Holy Ghost. He 
toils, but without noise, without haste, without 
worry and fret: He toils, and He succeeds. 
If we trust Him absolutely and always, God’s 
poem will become as glorious in its form as it is 
divine in its substance. 

It is lamentable that we are not more heedful 
of the form. Because such shortcomings and 
such stains cling to us, we alienate others from 
holiness, and we give a false impression of God. 
When he was an old man, and his memory was 
entirely shattered, Emerson went to the funeral 
of Longfellow. Going to the side of the coffin, 
he looked intently on the features of the dead 
singer. A minute or two later, he repeated the 
action, not remembering that he had just done 
so. “That gentleman,” he said, ““was a sweet, 
beautiful soul; but I have quite forgotten his 
name.’ It was one poet’s tribute to another, 
and the tribute meant all the more because it 
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was paid by one who was a mere shadow of his 
former self. It is of small account that your 
name and mine should be quite forgotten ; but, 
for the world’s sake, and for our Creator’s and 
Redeemer’s sake, it is imperative that we should 
be sweet, beautiful souls. 


Tit 


Once again, I remark that a poem is the utter- 
ance of a man’s deepest and realest self. 

A great poem, I mean ; a poem which provokes 
our thought and enlarges our horizon; a poem 
which sings itself into our soul and stays with 
us for ever. We read it for the first time, and 
we have the curious feeling that we have known 
it always. It so agrees with all that is best and 
purest in us, it unfolds so accurately our “ in- 
stincts immature” and our unspoken longings 
and the beliefs we felt, but could not explain, 
that we say, “The poet is disclosing and ex- 
pounding my very soul.” Plato, the wise Greek, 
held that this world in which we move, and we 
ourselves who move through it, are only shadows 
of another universe which is ideal and perfect. 
Here things and men are broken; but there 
everything iscomplete. Here they are tarnished ; 
but there they are all fair, and there is no spot 
in them. That universe, he said, is our native 
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and proper home; and he taught, too, that, 
when the prophets and the poets behold the 
realities of this nobler world and delineate them 
to us, there is that in us which recognizes their 
truth and beauty, and which embraces them 
with willingness and delight. It is what our 
own singer tells us : 


“In a season of calm weather, 
Though inland far we be, 
Our souls have sight of that iramortal sea 
Which brought us hither, 
Can in a moment travel thither, 
And see the children sport upon the shore, 
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.” 


Now Paul has a similar assurance for us. “‘ Ye 
are God’s poem,” he writes; “and in you, as 
you are saved by Christ and remade by the 
Holy Spirit, He is at length declaring what He 
always designed you to be—He is bringing you 
back to those good works which He ordained 
before that you should walk in them. Now, 
at last, you begin to realize His original portrait 
of you. Now, at last, you begin to be your own 
self, and to dwell in your rightful world, and 
to speak your native tongue.” 

Have you considered it in this light: that, 
from the first, it was God’s purpose that we should 
be His poems; that long ago, in His eternal 
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plans, He had prepared our fitting sphere and 
our true life-story ; that our sin was the dis- 
turbance and destruction of His primal scheme ; 
and that, when He makes us partakers in His 
redemption, we are being restored to ourselves ? 
It follows that there is not one of us who is a 
possessor of a full and satisfying manhood or 
womanhood, until God in Christ is ours and we 
are His. We may have massive natural capa- 
bilities and winning natural qualities. But some- 
thing is absent ; and that something is central, 
indispensable, vital. We find ourselves, we 
proclaim ourselves, we fulfil ourselves, only 
when God ends our banishment and leads us 
home. Even then we do not immediately regain 
all that we had forfeited. Slowly and gradually 
the process of our sanctification goes on. Slowly 
and gradually, but surely too, we come to our- 
selves, and to the walk and work which our 
Lord mapped out for us from the foundation 
of the world, and to the rhythm and melody 
and music which should have been ours without 
a break, but which foolishly and fatally we 
jangled and confused and threw out of tune. 
It takes all the teaching of His Word, and all 
the patient education of His Spirit, and all the 
purging and ripening discipline of His Providence, 
to fashion us anew into that flawless poem which 
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has been in His mind from the everlasting 
past. 

But, one day, the process will be finished. 
One day, “the machinery just meant to give 
our soul its bent,’ will have performed its task. 
One day, in our Father’s heaven, we shall utter 
our very being without difficulty and without 
mistake. And oh! that meantime we may be 
advancing nearer and nearer to such a con- 
summation. 

A poem never makes itself. It needs the 
master. It must come from him. Round us, 
in our sin-blighted world, there are lives which 
are poems, growing every year in beauty and 
in power. But they did not make themselves, 
They needed the Master. They are signed with 
God’s autograph and stamped with His seal. 
And have we seen it and confessed it—that we 
must be born from above? Are we coming to 
Christ, that from Him alone we may have life 2 


December 1907. 


IX 
“T live, yet not I, but Christ.”—GAt. ii. 20. 


IFE, if it is to be worth while, must be 
drawn from hidden fountains. Mr. 
Stephen Graham, in a recent book, describes the 
France which has followed the war. “Ifyou pass 
from London to Paris, you realize, he says, a 
remarkable change of atmosphere. The baro- 
meter has risen. It feels better to be alive. 
Steps are lighter; eyes gleam more brightly. 
France has escaped from the depression of fifty 
years, and victory has brought back her pride 
and self-consciousness.”” That looks like life 
—quick and vital and palpitating life. But I turn 
a page and read, “In France all excellence is 
excellence of form. The idea of the growth of the 
soul is foreign.”” Statues and gardens, taste and 
art, fitness and dignity—these are everything. 
And now I begin to doubt whether France really 
lives ; without the growth of the soul, without 
the excellence which pierces deeper than ex- 
cellence of form, what life can there®be gthat 
deserves the name ? EY. and by, however, 
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I find what is more hopeful. Mr. Graham sees, 
here and there, a Joan of Arc type among the 
younger people. One meets Joan occasionally 
to-day, he tells us. ‘‘ She is generally sixteen or 
seventeen, ardent, heroic, romantic, with poetry 
upon her lips, full of effervescent devotion, 
impetuous in spirit, and pure in heart.’? What 
will happen to her it would be difficult to say. 
She will not be burned as a witch in our century, 
but she runs great risk of being destroyed by the 
world. And our author bids us pray that this 
may not happen, but that the Joan of Arc temper 
and soul may live on and take larger and larger 
possession of France ; for otherwise France will 
become outward and showy, and narrow and 
selfish, and materialistic and cynical. 

Life, then, the life of a nation and the life of 
an individual, has its roots far within. It is a 
Joan of Arc in our hearts, breathing, loving, 
willing, refusing to be destroyed. But let us 
ask Paul about it, for he will show us the secret 
yet more convincingly and clearly. It is Jesus 
Christ in our hearts—that is how he puts it. 
“T live,” he says, ‘‘ yet not I, but Christ.” And 
may each one of us say the same. 

Our truest life is the Gift of Christ—that is 
where we begin. 

He is Himself the Living One. Life in its very 
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essence has its source and its home in Him. 
Without Christ, a New Testament writer declares, 
there was not anything made which is made. 
Long ago, in the dark backward and abysm of 
time, it was His Spirit who brooded over the 
emptiness and deadness of things, and creation 
was the result—the light of setting suns, and the 
round ocean, and the living air, and the blue sky, 
and the mind of man. Or you see Him as He 
moved among us in our flesh. The life that was 
in Him was continually running out to pour its 
health and wealth on others—the sick, the 
maimed, the lepers, the little girl lying cold in 
the house of mourning, the young man being 
carried to his sepulchre, Lazarus in his charnel 
cave. You cannot manufacture life. You must 
get it from Some One who is Himself instinct 
and overflowing with it. It proceeds from 
antecedent life, communicating itself contagiously 
and generously and ungrudgingly. We go to the 
Life Giver if we are to live; and who is He but 
Jesus Christ ? 

Life on all its levels—physical, intellectual, 
emotional—comes from Him; and He stirs 
every faculty we have into an unaccustomed 
freshness and vigour, as the advent of spring 
summons the leaves from the bare trees and the 
flowers from the deserted garden. But our 
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sorest need is the life which is spiritual; and 
can Christ give us that? Not so easily, with 
reverence let it be spoken, as He can give us 
life in its other varieties and modes. As Creator 
and as King He dispenses these, out of a treasury 
which nothing can exhaust; only as Saviour 
can He bestow that better life, which we most 
require. And to be Saviour of men and women 
who have destroyed themselves, He must go 
down for us into the devouring floods, must 
stand for us in the burning fires, must bear our 
sin in His body and soul on the shameful Cross, 
must enter for us the prison of the grave. This 
is the cost to Him, infinite, unthinkable. But on 
the morning of the third day He rose from His 
tomb, carrying the gift He won in His scarred 
and wounded hands. It is not only the gift of 
sovereignty from One who is Himself the Lord 
of life. It is the gift of grace from One who has 
bought life for you and me with the shedding of 
His blood. 

Dr. John Brown relates that one summer 
night he and Thackeray were walking together 
in the neighbourhood of Edinburgh. The sun 
was setting, and at a quarry a builder’s crane 
stood up, with its cross-beams in strong relief 
against the crimson and gold of the sky. They 
gazed at it in silence for a moment or two, the 
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same thought in both of their minds ; and then 
Thackeray whispered “Calvary!” To Calvary 
and the Christ of Calvary what a debt is ours! 
He who suffered there was always the Author 
and Originator of life; but He is doubly and most 
blessedly so since He died in our room and rose 
again. Now we may have from Him the bene- 
diction of spiritual and eternal life, the forgive- 
ness of our sins and the goodwill of God, and the 
peace which passes all understanding. The gift 
is there procured for us by the sacrifice and the 
passion of our Lord. The gift is there for our 
asking and our taking. 

Let us give our text a second meaning—this 
meaning: Our fullest life is the Presence of 
Christ. 

When He and we have met, and He has 
gladdened us with the life which ends our misery, 
what then 2? Why, He and we are never to part. 
His Presence is to be our abiding, advancing, 
increasing portion. This is how He lives in us 
more and more. 

The Presence of Christ in our souls involves 
much. 

It signifies, for example, that we share His 
experience. We have just seen that through 
dying He reached His noblest and most effectual 
living ; and the rule holds in our case too. Paul 
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leads us to the Christ of the Cross for a double 
reason, first that we may find our salvation in 
His one offering of Himself, but then also that, 
in our measure and degree, we may be partakers 
in His crucifixion. We can add nothing to His 
atonement ; naked we come to Him for dress. 
But we reckon ourselves dying and dead along 
with Him, bidding a definite farewell to our 
former manner of life, abjuring it for His sake 
and in His likeness and through His strength. 
We negative its solicitations and mortify its 
indulgences, and so have branded on us the 
marks of Jesus, and learn the powers of His 
risen and endless life. We share Christ’s 
experience. 

Moreover, His Presence within us signifies 
that with our consent He has admission to our 
whole nature. He would be Life to our con- 
science, investing it with a new sensitiveness and 
a new authority; and Life to our intellect, 
opening in front of it widening and wonderful 
visions of knowledge and truth ; and Life to our 
heart, satisfying its affections, although these 
are illimitable ; and Life to our will, introducing 
it to its most untrammelled freedom, because He 
brings it under His government and employs it 
for His ends—He would be all this, and we coin- 
cide with His desires ; we rejoice that it should 
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be so, and invite Him to fulfil the good pleasure 
of His goodness. Thus it is that Christ lives 
in us. 

Yes, and His Presence in us signifies that our 
relationship with Him is as intimate, as trustful, 
and as unconstrained as it can be. You must 
not imagine that the dying with Him and the 
surrender of the nature to Him, at which we 
have been looking, are legal and laborious, our 
taskwork and our conflict. Matthew Arnold 
has a little poem about the bride of an Italian 
nobleman, killed in the midst of beauty and 
splendour, who was found to have worn, under 
the silks and satins, next to her skin, a robe of 
sackcloth: she was ‘young, gay, radiant, 
adorned outside,” but within she was girdled with 
austerity. There is no such self-imposed dis- 
cipline, there are no such rigours and penances, 
in a genuine Christian life. Christ and we are 
so much together that we resemble Him almost 
unknown to ourselves, as children will reproduce 
the walk and gestures of their parents without 
dreaming that they are doing it. The element 
of the unconscious is one of the charms of Christ- 
likeness ; you do not detect the tool-marks and 
the signs of toil and effort about the best disciples. 
We thrive as the blossoms thrive by keeping 
ourselves in the sun; and our Lord lives in us 
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ever more victoriously the more unbroken and 
unencumbered is our faith in Him. 

Yet there is a third thing to be said before we 
have done, and it is this: Our richest life is the 
Reign of Christ. 

To have Him so close to us, and so established 
within us, commits us to certain conclusions, 
certain attitudes of soul, and certain funda- 
mentals of character. 

For instance, it sets us in antagonism against 
everything sinful and unworthy. When we live 
because Christ died for us and because Christ 
dwells in us, any traffic with the enemy, or any 
condonation of his excuses and maxims and 
standards, should be a sheer impossibility. That 
is treason. That is the contradiction of the 
Power that redeemed us and that preserves us 
from day to day. 

Then it makes us ashamed of our despair. If 
the Lord Christ is imparting His life to us, and if 
He charges Himself with the maintenance and 
prosperity of our life, it is incredible that defeat 
should lie ahead, and it is faithless to anticipate 
defeat. The writing of a perfect lyric, it has 
been said, is either an easy thing or a quite 
unattainable thing. To one in whom the fire of 
genius leaps and burns it is easy, to everybody 
else it is unattainable. But Christ kindles and 
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fosters within us a diviner fire than that of 
genius—the fire of His heavenly grace. And 
now there should be no talk of the unattainable, 
and despair is out of the question. 

It teaches us too—this recollection that He 
lives in us—how we shall extend the kingdom of 
our Lord. We do that most successfully by 
letting Him have the amplest scope in ourselves. 
“The Life is the Light of men,” John affirms in 
one of his most pregnant words. Only let us 
reveal the Life, and men will be illuminated, will 
be attracted, will be conquered, will be won. As 
we decrease, and Christ increases till we are filled 
with Him, the world is drawn to the feet of God, 
in penitence and prayer and trust. 

And, once more, it forbids us to put any 
boundary to our onward march. Christ is 
immeasurable, and you cannot discover where the 
progress of men and women for whom Christ 
provides will cease. The simple fact is that it 
will never cease. When He shall be manifested, » 
we shall be manifested with Him in glory. But 
that will be merely a fresh start and another 
point of departure. For in eternity, as truly as in 
time, His life in us will go from strength to 
strength. 

Has it commenced in you and me? Professor 
Gilbert Murray, discussing what it was that sent 
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so many of our young men to the front, and sent 
them so bravely and buoyantly, replies that for 
the average man to discover something to do 
which he can do, and spend his life in doing, is 
the secret of a high happiness. Christ can let 
you and me into this happiness. Let us behold 
Him dying for us; let us receive Him to live in 
us; and our life will be lifted out of uselessness 
and aimlessness, lifted into fragrance and fruit- 
fulness and force. Old things will pass away, and 
all things become new. 


April 1922. 


X 


“ And it came to pass that, as they went, they were cleansed. 
. .. And He said unto him, Arise, go thy way ; thy faith hath 
made thee whole.” —LUKE xvii. 14, 19. 


HERE is a grim little poem written by the 
st Russian, Turgeniev. It describes how the 
various Virtues were invited once to a banquet 
by the Lord of all. They gathered in response 
to the invitation. They were easy and uncon- 
strained, because they had had many oppor- 
tunities of intercourse before. 


“They talked and chatted o’er the meal, 
They even laughed with temperate glee ; 
And each one knew the other well, 
And all were good as good could be.” 


But there was an exception. 


** Benevolence and Gratitude 
Alone of all seemed strangers yet ; 
They stared when they were introduced— 
On earth they never once had met.” 


Of course, “never once’ is unjust and over- 
severe. It is too drastic and too cynical an 


indictment of human nature. Benevolence and 
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Gratitude do meet on earth, and look into each 
other’s faces and clasp each other’s hands. The 
gracious word and the helpful deed are answered, 
as they ought to be answered, by the love of the 
heart and the praise of the lips and the devotion 
of the life. But, none the less, Benevolence and 
Gratitude should be much better acquainted 
than they are; in innumerable cases they are 
not intimate friends but “strangers yet.”” And 
this New Testament story of the ten lepers, nine 
of whom forgot to say “Thank you!” to their 
Healer, is in line with Turgeniev’s biting and 
sardonic verses. 

But the whole incident is full of instruction, 
and we may think of two things—the double 
test which Christ imposes, and the double blessing 
which Christ confers. 

He has a double test for you and me. 

There is, first, a test of faith. ‘It came to 
pass that as they went, they were cleansed.”’ 
** As they went ’—these are the important words ; 
they are simple, but they cover a vast deal. A 
few minutes before, the hideous disease of these 
ten men held them fast in its deadly grip. But 
Jesus, journeying to Jerusalem, was in the 
village, outside of which they were compelled 
to roam, pariahs and homeless and unclean. 
They cried to Him for mercy; and in reply He 
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bade them, just as they were, make haste to 
show themselves to the priests as those entitled 
to an undisputed and victorious bill of health. 
They took Him at His word, although in not 
one of them was there as yet a hint of better- 
ment, although the canker and the poison of 
their hopeless plague were apparently as un- 
checked as ever. And, going in an obedience 
which was so spontaneous and so direct, first 
one and immediately another felt a new tide of 
vigour surge through him, and called out in a 
sheer ecstasy of joy, ‘I am cured!” until, for all 
the ten, the last lingering trace of leprosy had 
vanished ; until it could be said of each of them, 
as was said of Naaman long before, ‘“‘ His flesh 
came again like unto the flesh of a little child, 
and he was clean.” 

This is the kind of faith which Christ cannot 
but approve and cannot but reward. It does 
not wait for evidence that will convince the 
senses and will solve and appease the questions 
of the mind. It does not halt till there is some 
feeling within, some assurance in the soul itself 
that a change has indeed set in, that the new day 
is at least breaking, and that recovery has begun. 
It hears the commandment of the Lord, and, 
though all the probabilities seem ranged against 
the performance of the commandment, there and 
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! 
then it responds. It steps out on His promise, 


even if the wise world and the man’s own reason 
and shrewdness and sagacity pronounce the 
promise Utopian and foolish; it steps out, it 
ventures, it believes, confident that, because 
the promise is Christ’s, it must be honoured and 
fulfilled. This is faith, and such faith is never 
put to shame. It comes to pass that, as we go, 
disputing nothing, lingering not for a moment, 
certain that the power of the Saviour cannot 
fail, we are cleansed. 

But, following the test of faith, is a test of love. 
And the test of love may be the undoing of some 
who survive the test of faith. It was so on that 
far-back day when Jesus and the ten lepers stood 
face to face. They all emerged triumphantly 
from the former trial, but only one came through 
the latter—the despised stranger among them, 
the Samaritan. He “turned back, glorifying - 
God with a loud voice, and fell down, giving Jesus 
thanks.” As for the rest, they pushed on their 
way, with no overmastering remembrance of Him 
to whom they owed everything, with no grateful- 
ness that must perforce have outlet and expression. 
They may have argued that their initial duty was 
to see the priests, and have their cure officially 
recognized and certified. Perhaps they reflected 


that Christ was narrowly watched, and that to 
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receive healing from Him was an offence with 
the religious rulers of the country. Or they were 
afraid that He who had given them health might 
claim and demand their loyalty and obedience. Or 
they were impatient of delays that detained them 
from the promotion of their business interests. 
Or, because the pressure of urgent and desperate 
need was past, they told themselves that they 
could dispense now with their Benefactor. 

Whatever their excuse, they were entirely 
wrong, and the Samaritan was entirely right. 
Christ asks for more than our faith ; He seeks, 
as He deserves, our love. The faith is born in 
a view of our own necessity, and a longing for 
our own restoration to spiritual soundness and 
strength ; the love blots out the personal equa- 
tion altogether, the I and mine and me, what our 
souls require, what we must have if we are not 
to go beggared and bankrupt through all eternity. 
The faith believes in the marvels of the Lord, 
but the love believes in the Lord Himself; it 
simply cannot do without Him; it lavishes on 
Him its answering affection, without stint, with- 
out calculation, without measure. How well it 
understands, and how often it repeats, Christina 
Rossetti’s song : 


‘“O Jesu, better than Thy gifts 
Art Thou, Thine Only Self, to us!” 
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Is this the tribute which you and I bring Him, 
the tribute for which He supremely cares ? 

That is the double test. Next, there is the 
double blessing. 

On all of those leprous men without exception 
Christ bestowed the gift of miracle. They trusted 
His supernatural skill and extraordinary resource. 
They were convinced that in Him they had a 
Physician who could deal successfully with even 
such a festering, hateful, incorrigible malady as 
theirs. And their expectations were not dis- 
appointed; they had a quick and abundant 
recompense. Jesus worked for them His wonder 
of deliverance ; the incubus of years dropped off 
in an instant; and they stood up strong and 
free. Plenty of people resemble them thus far. 
They accept the gift of miracle from a Lord whose 
conspicuous greatness and unparalleled achieve- 
ments they cannot but acknowledge, and they 
rejoice in the rich and various boons which the 
gift imparts. The Gesta Christi, His deeds of 
power, His marvels in society, the fell diseases 
He has cured, the beneficent transformations He 
has wrought, the physical and moral leprosies 
He has expelled and is still expelling from the 
world—these are innumerable, and bear glorious 
witness to His authority, His mightiness, and His 
compassion. It is all very well for our poet, 
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carried away by the mood of the minute, to wish 
himself back in classic Greece, a pagan suckled 
in a creed outworn— 
“So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, 
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn, 


Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea, 
Or hear old Triton blow his wreathéd horn.’’ 


That is a fancy which is at the same time a 
falsehood. To go back from Christ, to obliterate 
and discard Him, is not to be less forlorn; it is 
to return to a thousand darknesses, a thousand 
cruelties, a thousand sins from which He alone 
could rescue us, and it is to forfeit the new day 
and the new atmosphere and the new life of many 
sorts which none but He can confer. And you 
and I may recognize these things and be pro- 
foundly glad of them, and take our own places 
among those who confess themselves the debtors 
of Him who has made them current coin. 

But we are not His true disciples on that account. 
We are His true disciples only when, like the 
Samaritan, we fall prostrate before Him, and pour 
into His ears the thanksgiving of our very soul. 
Then He adds to His blessing of miracle, which 
multitudes may enjoy in company with us, the 
infinitely deeper blessing of salvation, which is 
personal and discriminating and meant for our- 
selves alone: “‘Secretum meum mihi,’’ Dante 
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said—‘‘ My secret is for myself, incommunicable, 
separate, and no one knows it except my Lord 
who told it me and my heart which took it in.” 
It is a poignant grief to Christ to see that the 
majority are contented with the smaller boon and 
crave nothing more intimate and more spiritual ; 
but what a satisfaction He has when this man 
and that man assure Him, with weeping and with 
laughter, with a loud voice and a humble and 
adoring worship, that He Himself is All they 
want! These are the men whom He saves, in 
the fullest sense of the great word and the greater 
experience. To their outspoken confession, their 
single-eyed devotion, He says, “Arise, go thy 
way; thy faith”—not in My revolutionizing 
powers merely but in Me thy Lover and thy Lord 
—‘‘hath made thee whole.’’ And henceforward 
His redemption is ours; a redemption which 
enters into every part of our being, and which 
transfigures every circumstance and happening 
of our history ; a redemption which renders our 
surrender to His rule, our abandonment to His 
service, complete and without end. Much better 
it is to keep company with the one captured and 
passionate heart than with the nine “ hearts 
unkind, kind deeds with coldness still returning.” 
Let none of us think that the gift of miracle is 
enough. Let each of us covet and receive the 
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gift of salvation and say and sing, ‘‘ Bless the 
Lord, O my Soul, who forgiveth all thine iniquities, 
who healeth all thy diseases, who redeemeth thy 
life from destruction.” 


November 1922. 


XI 
“And He hath put a new song in my mouth.” —Ps. xl. 3. 


FTEN in this Book of Psalms, and some- 
times in other parts of the Bible, we read 

of “new songs.” It is as though the sacred 
writers thought them the only songs which are 
worth the singing. That is not to say that they 
despised the old songs, and had no room and no 
need for them. If that were their meaning, you 
and I would hardly agree. For we love the 
melody and the music that has been handed down 
to us from the past and from those who went 
before us. The Hebrews did the same. They 
kept enshrined in their Scriptures the song of 
Miriam when the horses and chariots of Egypt 
sank as lead in the mighty waters, and the song 
of Deborah over the brave men who came to the 
help of the Lord against the mighty, and the 
song of Hannah when God promised her a little 
son of her own; they kept these in their Scrip- 
tures, and I am sure they sang them too, again 
and again. But even when the words were old 
words, they wanted bomen. a new account in 
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them, a note of personal faith and personal Joy, 
a proof that they sprang from the very heart of 
the singer himself, and that through them he 
was telling out his own experience and his own 
gladness. The old songs are really new when 
they are something better than a tradition and 
heritage bequeathed to us from the years that lie 
behind—when they are the: expression of our 
individual story, our individual deliverance, and 
our individual thanksgiving to the God who does 
His great things for ourselves. Yet there are 
moments in our lives, moments and mercies, 
when, if we are true men and women, we cannot 
be satisfied with the best utterances and strains 
and forms of other people, however much we may 
be breathing our deepest soul into them. We are 
compelled to bear our single and separate testi- 
mony. Like the apostles, we cannot but speak 
the things which we have ourselves seen or 
heard. And then, literally and blessedly, the 
Lord puts a new song in our mouth. 

One thing more at the outset. The song does 
not require to be artistically and faultlessly 
rendered, or some of us would be shut out from 
the orchestra altogether. It is not essential 
that it should have for its accompaniment “the 
ripple of laughing rhyme”; we get it in prose 
much more frequently than in poetry. There is 
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no necessity even that it should be sung. It is 
simply our heartfelt witness to the goodness of 
God which has enriched and is enriching our- 
selves. The witness may be borne by halting 
and stammering lips. It may not have a trace 
of eloquent phrasing or skilful arrangement or 
esthetic beauty. It is a poor thing, but it is 
our own. And God delights in it, and would 
rather have His “little human praise ”’ than the 
splendid harmonies of angels and archangels and 
the hosts of heaven. There is nothing which He 
prizes so much. 

Now, why should the old songs come from us 
with a tone and an ardour and an assurance which 
make them novel and young? And why should 
we have other songs to raise which are entirely 
and unmistakably new ? Let us think of one or 
two unanswerable reasons. 

Life is so various—there is one reason. The 
man who penned the Psalm knew life’s variety. 
It had been bright and warm like summer, and 
then had grown cold and dark like winter. It 
had been calm as the sea in its moods of quiet, 
and stormy as the sea when the winds sweep 
across it and the waves are high. But he had 
the wisdom to perceive that this diversity, and 
all these chances and changes, were working 
together for his good. Unbroken prosperity 
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might have made him soft; constant adversity 
might have made him sour and querulous and 
bitter. God mingled the summer and the winter, 
the calm and the storm, in the right proportions 
for his discipline and his profit. A short time 
back, he had been in a “horrible pit,” a prison 
dungeon that looked hopeless with its stone walls 
and iron bars, and in “ miry clay,” a treacherous 
and wicked swamp in which he was almost 
swallowed up. Now, the strong arm of his Lord 
had rescued him, and set his feet on a rock, safe, 
stable, unassailable. The trouble of the pit, and 
the danger of the mire, gave intensity to his 
prayer and clingingness to his trust. The firm 
security of the rock redoubled his confidence in 
the power and the love of his God, and bade him 
fear no evil from any quarter or of any sort. 
Both were for his truest advantage, and for each 
he could sing a new song. 

* Life,” the poet says, “like a dome of many- 
coloured glass, stains the white radiance of 
eternity.” Indeed, life’s glass is many-coloured, 
diamond-clear one hour, and blood-red the next, 
and dusky purple, and restful emerald-green. 
We have seasons when all runs smoothly in our 
health and our home, our schemes and our 
pursuits ; and other seasons when weakness and 
anxiety and disappointment and loss gather 
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round us and shake us to the roots of our being. 
There are noondays, when our mountain stands 
strong; and there are midnights, when our fig 
tree does not blossom and there is no fruit in our 
vines. God’s providences are multiform. Yes, 
but they are all His providences, the purposes 
and decisions of the Heavenly Father, the doings 
of One who loves us as no other loves, and who 
in divers portions and manners is perfecting us 
His children in the grace and the knowledge of 
our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. Therefore 
let us have our song for every successive pro- 
vidence, now in the minor key and now in the 
major, but always in its essence a new song, 
because it recognizes God’s particular presence 
in the particular experience, and renders Him 
thanks for that. It blesses the Hand that guides 
and the Heart that plans. 

But life is not a matter of the body merely 
or mainly, nor of the surroundings and circum- 
stances. It is a matter of the spirit within you 
and me. And this profound and _ hidden life, 
the Christian life, not in word or in tongue but in 
deed and in truth, this too has its vicissitudes and 
variations. When Bunyan began his ministry 
in Bedford, he spoke for two years of the holiness 
of God’s law and the guilt of sin, for there was a 
fire in his own conscience that would not let him 
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alone. But then his peace and comfort in- 
creased, and for two years more he laboured to 
hold forth Jesus Christ in His offices, relations, 
and benefits. And, finally, God led him into 
something of the mystery of union with Christ, 
‘wherefore that I discovered and showed to 
them also.” Such are the stages through which 
our spirits may be led, and such are the messages 
we should be prepared and willing to give to 
our fellowmen about them. There will not be 
much joyous music, perhaps in the recital of the 
holiness of the law and the guilt of sin; but our 
age stands sorely in need of these solemn lessons. 
And the music and the joyousness will follow, 
when we go on to commend Jesus in His offices, 
relations, and benefits, and when we try to unfold 
the sweet and sacred mystery of union with 
Christ. 

Because life is so various, we should never be 
without a new song. 

And souls are so distinct—there is a second 
reason. 

No two faces are alike, we are in the habit of 
Saying ; and just as certainly no two souls are 
identically the same. Each soul has its peculiar 
temperament, its peculiar strength, its own 
temptations and perils, its own vision of God and 
mode of approaching and appropriating Christ 
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and reliance on the Holy Ghost, its own ex- 
clusive biography with which a stranger cannot 
intermeddle. The conversion of the sinner is a 
solitary thing, and so is the education of the 
saint, and so is the service of the worker in the 
Lord’s vineyard and harvest. ‘There are no re- 
petitions. He who quickens us from death, and 
then keeps and confirms and uses the life He 
has created, is not content till He is in touch and 
fellowship with the individual. One by one— 
that is ever God’s rule and method in His deal- 
ings with us. And thus there should be just as 
many human documents, just as many modern 
gospels, just as many psalms and hymns and 
spiritual songs, as there are redeemed and re- 
generated souls. Ten thousand times ten 
thousand, and thousands of thousands, are cele- 
brating the praises of Him who has made them 
His servants and His sons, His kings and His 
priests ; and ever one of these thousands can 
throw his own heart’s love, and his own voice’s 
intonation and passion, into his tribute of debt 
and thanks. 

I have had plenty of time for reading lately, 
and I have been looking into some newly pub- 
lished records of Christian character and history. 
One was the life of William Booth, the first 
General of the Salvation Army. He wrought for 
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God on the great scale, passing unwearyingly 
from town to town and from continent to con- 
tinent, leaving the mark of his personality on the 
lowest and highest, sweeping men and women by 
a kind of holy and triumphant violence into the 
kingdom. And another was the story of Mary 
Crawford Brown, who died two years ago, and 
whom her friends spoke of as the saint of the 
Irish Presbyterian Church, the girl who wanted 
to be a foreign missionary, but whose health 
would not permit her to go, the woman who 
stayed at home and lived so graciously and 
prayed so effectively and worked so steadily that 
she accomplished as much as the noblest mis- 
sionary of them all. There are two souls, and 
they are alike in their devotion to Christ, but in 
everything else they are entirely different. Each 
of them, you may be sure, is to-day singing its 
own new song. 

It is a complete mistake for any of us to wish 
that his Christian life, in its birth and its progress 
and its fruit-bearing, should be modelled on the 
pattern of his neighbours; or to be distressed, 
because, at this point or that, it is impossible 
for him to resemble his neighbour. Our Lord 
intends and desires us to remain ourselves, all 
the while that, in His blessed shaping hands, 
we are undergoing a sea-change into something 
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rich and strange. Each of us should have his 
interpretation, and each of us his psalm ; and it 
is by bringing all these together that we begin 
to understand the largeness and the many- 
sidedness of our Saviour’s grace. Lord Grey of 
Fallodon describes how, one long summer’s day 
in 1910, he walked with Theodore Roosevelt 
down the valley of the Itchen and through the 
New Forest, in order that the famous American 
might learn the songs of British birds by listen- 
ing to them. He knew all about the birds them- 
selves, their habits and appearance, and he was 
eager to crown his knowledge by hearing them 
sing. ‘* He had one of the most perfectly trained 
ears for bird songs that I have ever known,”’ 
Lord Grey says, “so that if three or four birds 
were singing together he would pick out their 
songs, distinguish each, and ask to be told each 
separate name.” Your Redeemer and mine has 
a perfectly trained ear for soul songs. He longs 
to pick out and to distinguish each from each. 

So, because souls are so distinct, we should 
never be without a new song. 

There is a third reason, the very best of reasons 
—Christ is so full. 

Samuel Rutherfurd, in one of those rapturous 
phrases of his, writes of “my boundless and 
running-over Christ Jesus.” The phrase may be 
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rapturous ; but there is no exaggeration in it. 
For Christ Jesus 7s boundless. And He does run 
over. 

To all of us who receive Him, He is, Paul says, 
the Wisdom of God for our righteousness. There 
our acquaintance with His fullness commences. 
He forgives our scarlet and crimson sins. He does 
it by bearing their awful curse in His Own un- 
blemished body and soul. He does it so vic- 
toriously that we are much more than forgiven 
—that we are counted without spot and just and 
blameless for our Saviour’s sake in God’s most 
holy sight. We sing our song to Christ our 
Righteousness. 

But then, Paul goes on, to all of us who receive 
Him, Christ is the Wisdom of God for our sanctifi- 
cation. He who died for us on the Cross comes 
and dwells within us, in the powers of His Spirit, 
in the virtues and energies of His Own endless 
life. We are as certain of His presence as we 
are of our existence. And as we cherish Him, He 
terminates the reign of sin, and He renews us 
into the likeness of Himself. We sing our song 
to Christ our Sanctification. 

And, once more, says Paul, to all of us who 
receive Him, Christ is the Wisdom of God for 
our redemption. ‘There are shadows which have 
still to fall apart. There are fetters which must 
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still be broken ere our freedom will be finished 
and absolute. We are beset by the limitations 
of time, by the frailties of the body, by the 
tempting influences that come from the outside, 
by the unworthy suggestions that may whisper 
within. But our Lord is returning, to end for 
ever the days of our captivity, to gather us to 
Himself, and to bid us sit down with Him on 
His throne. We sing our song to Christ our 
Redemption. 

Professor Hugh Mackintosh has written wisely 
and beautifully on the Originality of the Christian 
Message. He marshals those elements in 
Christianity which are not to be found in other 
religions, ingredients in faith and ingredients in 
ethics ; and he shows how it is these new things 
which conquered the pagan world of the first 
century and which appeal most powerfully to the 
heathen world to-day. But it is not only the 
Christian message that is original; it is Christ 
Himself. He is full of surprises, full of signs 
and wonders, full of fresh blessednesses for the 
hearts that lean on Him. And are we singing 
the new song, because we are finding out more 
and more His boundless and _ running - over 
fullness ? 

Dear friends, after six months’ separation, we 
are together again this Sabbath in this familiar 
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house of prayer. I have many to thank—Him, 
my Lord, who has taken such pains to train me 
in the time of retirement and rest; you, whose 
kindness and loyalty have been so constant and 
faithful; and those who have come, willingly 
and effectually, to our help in our season of need. 
You, too, have your causes for gratitude and 
praise. The seeming deprivation has in reality 
been a test for your trust, a means of your 
growth, an incentive to forget the things which 
are,behind, and to reach forward to the things 
which are before. The Psalmist’s word is the 
right word for us both, “ He hath put a new song 
in my mouth.” 


November 1920. 
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Se] 


*“ Whence came they ? ’——ReEv. vii. 13. 
“They came to Him from every quarter.” —MArk i. 45. 


“WHT HENCE came they?” There was a 

Scottish preacher of the last genera- 
tion, a man of imagination, and poetry, as well 
as a man filled with the grace of God, who asked 
the question, and who answered it in his own 
pictorial way. You see, he said, those radiant 
and fleecy clouds piled, on a summer’s after- 
noon, each above the other, against the azure 
blue of the sky. What are these which are 
arrayed in white robes ? and whence came they 4 
hey came from rushing and noisy torrents, 
and from black tarns among the hills, and from 
stagnant and poisonous pools, and from the salt 
and restless waters of the sea. The sun’s light 
and heat have drawn them up in mist and vapour 
from the lowliness and the darkness to their 
present splendours, and they stand round His 
throne like courtiers garmented in brightness 
and beauty. So it will be, the preacher went on, 


in the heaven of the Lord Jesus Christ. He 
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peoples it with guests whom He has attracted 
to Himself from the unlikeliest places, who were 
totally unfitted for its honours and delights till 
He set His heart on them and made them a 
new creation, who are comely simply because 
He has clothed them in His own comeliness 
without spot or wrinkle or any such thing. 
“They came to Him from every quarter,” 
when He lived among us on our earth. They 
have been doing it ever since, and are doing it 
to-day. In Christian lands thousands drink 
deeply of His grace. Among the snows of the 
North, and the forests of Africa, and the corals 
of Pacific islands, those who were heathen a few 
years back are singing His praises. And from 
Jewish faces the veil will fall by and by, and 
the sons of Abraham will find the Messiah of 
whom Moses and the prophets wrote. They 
come to Christ from every period of life, for at 
all hours of the day, morning and afternoon 
and evening, His door is accessible and open. 
They come from every degree of opportunity, 
the learned discovering with George Romanes 
that “‘ it is reasonable to be a Christian believer,”’ 
and the simple and untutored becoming wise 
as they sit at His feet. They come from many 
churches and creeds, for He overleaps the 
barriers we are disposed to make insuperable. 
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They come from all diversities of temperament and 
all zones of character : elder sons who have been 
doing the commandments without any generous 
faith and love in their hearts, younger sons who 
have wasted the Father’s substance in riotous 
living; and He has a redemption which suits 
them both. There are many heads lying on His 
bosom, and there is room for yours and mine 
among the rest. 

Let us illustrate a little further this universality 
of appeal, this wideness of mercy, this boundless 
wealth of invitation and adaptability and bene- 
diction, which belong to Jesus Christ. 

Whence came they? They came from the 
parched wilderness—the wilderness of dis- 
obedience and sin. 

I spoke of the prodigal a moment ago: the 
Christ of Galilee and Jerusalem was Refuge and 
Home to many a prodigal. There was the 
woman of the town, who had bartered away her 
purity, and whose virtue was bedragegled and 
soiled and lost. Her heart was restless and 
hungry ; she had no real satisfaction in her sin. 
And she caught sight of Him, and recognized 
that He alone could give her what she craved. 
She “stood at His feet behind Him weeping, 
and began to wash His feet with tears, and did 
wipe them with the hairs of her head, and kissed 
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His feet, and anointed them with the ointment.” 
“And He said unto her, Thy sins, which are 
many are forgiven.” Or there was Levi, the 
son of Alpheus, whom we know better by his 
other name of Matthew. He was the child of 
an intensely patriotic Jewish family, and he had 
brought dishonour on the family. He did that 
which a public-spirited Jew hated most; he 
sold himself as a servant to the Romans, and 
collected the taxes which the foreigner extorted 
from his countrymen. So he was an outcast 
from his father’s house. But he was ill at ease. 
He felt the alienation from his friends, and the 
shame of his daily work. Then Christ spoke to 
him. ‘‘ Follow Me,” He said. And Levi’s heart 
leaped up in response. A load was lifted from 
his mind ; he stood in a new world ; he breathed 
a freer air. ‘‘He arose, left all, and followed 
Him.” 

Thus, nineteen centuries since, they came to 
Him from the land of sand and thorns, the 
parched and barren and thirsty wilderness of 
sin. Let us thank God, they are coming still. 
Has the life of waywardness and wandering, of 
indulgence, of godless getting and spending, 
grown wearisome, burdensome, a distasteful thing, 
a lie and a vanity, to you and me? Are its 
apples apples of Sodom, Dead Sea fruit, turning 
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to dust and ashes in our mouths? We are 
neither publicans nor harlots, like Matthew and 
her of the Galilean streets ; but we are sinners, 
conscious and convicted; sick at soul and miser- 
able, even when we carry a careless look on our 
faces ; and our secret cry is, “Oh, for a man to 
arise in me, that the man I am might cease to 
be!” Then it is Christ whom we want, a 
Christ who waits to bless us. He has power on 
earth to forgive sins. He had it when He moved 
among us in our flesh. He has it—it I may 
say so—more emphatically still, more gloriously 
still, since He died for us, and sealed our pardon 
with His blood. Let us look to Him, let us 
come to Him from the wilderness ; for He will 
not cast us out, and the days of our mourning 
will be ended. 

Whence came they? They came from the 
high mountain—the mountain of self-confidence 
and pride. 

You take the foremost of His apostles during 
His human ministry, Simon Peter. How sure 
he was of himself! How certain that he was 
fitted to be leader and chief! How anxious to 
shape things his own way, and to compel his 
very Master to adopt his methods and plans ! 
Or you take the foremost of His apostles during 
His heavenly ministry, Saul of Tarsus. To 
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begin with, he too has such faith in himself. 
He goes about to establish his own righteous- 
ness. He will please God, he will earn eternal 
life, by his diligent obedience to the command- 
ments. He will keep his conscience void of 
offence. He is the master of his fate, the captain 
of his soul. But Simon Peter and Saul of Tarsus 
are brought both to an end of themselves. They 
find out, to their sorrow and abasement, their 
frailty, their mutability, their poverty, their 
need, what broken reeds they are, what guilty 
and helpless men. And now Christ is their one 
Sufficiency and Stay. They come to Him, down 
from their high mountain ; and He clothes them 
in His righteousness and strengthens them with 
His strength. 

The mountain is even more dangerous to you 
and me than the wilderness. It looks so much 
more reputable. It deceives us by its apparent 
nobility and grandeur. The gospel of self- 
reliance and self-help is one to which we are 
much disposed to listen. But in the spiritual 
life it is no gospel at all; it is a delusion; it is 
the most fatal and ruinous of falsehoods. We 
cannot justify ourselves in the sight of God, as 
in the days of his blindness Saul of Tarsus 
believed that he could justify himself; we must 
receive in empty hands, in  self-condemning 
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hearts, in simple faith, the perfect righteousness 
which Christ won for us when He took our place 
on the bitter cross. We cannot lead on in the 
path of discipleship and holiness and service, 
in our own powers, as Simon Peter fancied that 
he could lead on; before we know, we shall be 
denying our Lord; we must bring, and be 
always bringing our need to Christ’s fullness of 
supply, Christ’s manifold grace, Christ’s in- 
dwelling Spirit. At the commencement, and all 
through to the close, we can do nothing apart 
from Him. But as we leave the mountain of 
pride and self, and come to Him, and trust Him 
utterly and wholly, we are blessed in deed and 
in truth. 

Whence came they? They came from the 
shadowy wood—the wood of misgiving and 
doubt. 

Thomas is an arresting and pathetic figure 
among the men of the New Testament. He 
had a great and unshrinking devotion for his 
Lord. “Let us also go that we may die with 
Him ”—you remember that brave word of his. 
It makes us think of the blind King John of 
Bohemia at the battle of Crecy, and of the four 
knights who intertwined their bridles with his, 
resolved to share his fate whatever it might be. 
Or it recalls our own Scottish people signing 
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their names to the National Covenant, and 
adding the words “ Until death.” Indeed, we 
shall be happy, if we have the unswerving loyalty 
of Thomas to Jesus, and are determined that, 
come life or death, we will not leave nor forsake 
Him. But then Thomas was haunted by doubts. 
He could not credit the good news of his Lord’s 
resurrection. He walked through the gloomy 
wood, and the trees met overhead, and he had 
hardly a glimpse of the sun. But in the Upper 
Room Christ said to him, ‘“‘Come! Come, and 
see My hands that were pierced for you, and My 
side in which the Roman spear has cleft a hiding- 
place for you.’ And all Thomas’s doubts 
vanished in an instant. He sprang to a fuller 
confession of faith than any of his brother- 
disciples had reached. ““My Lord and my 
God!’ he declared. 

“Tf to say ‘man’ is to say melancholy,” Dr. 
Whyte writes, “then to say ‘Thomas, who is 
also called Didymus,’ is to say religious melan- 
choly.” That is true. There are Christian 
souls who are pursued by melancholy. They 
fasten their attention on the perplexities of 
belief, on the difficulties of a holy life, on the 
drawbacks and obstacles of their circumstances, 
on the griefs and losses of their experience. 
They are engrossed by the sad and bewildering 
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things. They plod through the wood, and their 
eyes are fixed habitually on the ground ; and 
they are inclined to question whether there is 
any sun in the heavens at all. Is this our tempera- 
ment 2? our temptation? Then the cure is to 
come to Christ. Let us think steadily about 
Him, God’s unspeakable Gift, God’s Own Son 
who is our Saviour. Let us do what Godet 
says Thomas forgot to do—let us ‘* subordinate 
the visible to the Invisible.” Let us behold the 
wounds which our Redeemer took willingly and 
lovingly for us. Probably some of the doubts 
will continue unanswered. Probably some of 
the difficulties will remain. But our possessions 
will so far exceed our privations, our joys will 
so transcend our sorrows, that our one adoring 
word will be ““My Lord and my God!” We 
have come from the shadows of the wood to 
Him who is our Sun of Righteousness and the 
strong Rock of our Salvation. 

Once more, whence came they? They came 
from the fair garden—the garden of natural 
graciousness of disposition and fineness of 
character. 

There are men and women in the Gospel story 
who, from the outset of their days, seem to be 
free from flaw: Nathanael, the Israelite indeed in 
whom there was no guile; John, deep-thinking 
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and lovable; Mary of Bethany, whose eyes 
were homes of silent prayer; Mary, the hand- 
maid of the Lord—‘“‘from her mother’s knee 
faithful and hopeful, wise in charity, strong in 
grave peace, in pity circumspect.” Will these 
bright spirits, those lives which from their birth 
and by their very constitution appear to belong 
to the kingdom of God, come to Christ, side by 
side with the sinners and the self-confident and 
the doubters ? Is it necessary that they should 
come? Yes, it is necessary, and every one of 
them does it. Not in their natural goodness 
do Nathanael and John and the Marys confide ; 
but solely in this, that He drew them and they 
followed on, charmed to confess His voice divine. 

The garden has its occupants still. Those 
who have grown up in Christian surroundings, 
and have quietly assimilated their atmosphere 
and lived out their lessons. Those who shrink 
instinctively from the touch of defilement and 
abhor the appearance of evil. Those to whom 
the truth of God and His Church and His cause 
on earth are always interesting and always dear. 
Those who are shining examples of what is pure 
and lovely and of good report. We should be 
thankful that there are so many of them. We 
are compelled to acknowledge that often they 
rise above the professed disciples of Christ and 
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put them to the blush. Yet these beautiful 
lives are not complete, they lack their crown, 
until they come to Him, and until He is their 
First and Best. In their case faith is usually 
born in silence ; the transition from the natural 
to the supernatural is accomplished more gently 
than with the others who come from the wilder- 
ness and the mountain and the wood; for a while 
they may not be aware of it themselves. But 
one day the truth dawns on them that the 
graciousness and the dignity and the innocence 
which have been their heritage since they were 
children would never content them, would never 
save and sanctify and perfect them, without 
Him. “From the best bliss that earth imparts 
they turn unfilled to Christ again.” The garden 
is not enough ; there must be One in the garden 
at whose feet we fall with our “ Rabboni,’’ My 
Master. 

So they came to Him, to His grace, and by 
and by to His glory, from every quarter. They 
are coming at this hour. Are we among them ? 
Neither is there salvation in any other name 
under heaven, given among men, whereby we 
must be saved. 


January 1921. 


XIII 


** And in the days of these kings shall the God of heaven set 
up a kingdom which shall never be destroyed.”’——Dan. ii. 44. 


HROUGH His servant, Daniel, God has 
been giving Nebuchadnezzar a_ glimpse 
into the future. He has looked down the long 
vista of the years and has seen some of the 
wonders that are to be. Kingdom after kingdom 
is to rise and flourish and fall. His own mighty 
empire of Babylon will not last for ever ; under 
its seeming glories it carries the seeds of decay ; 
by and by its day will be past and done. And 
Macedonia, and Greece, and the iron despotism 
of Rome—each will have its period of supremacy, 
and each will vanish in defeat in a night. So 
the vision travels forward through century 
after century, with evanescence written every- 
where on the ambitions of monarchs and men, 
with disappointment and disaster and death 
frustrating their hopes and plans. Rust is in 
their gold, a canker in their array. 
But then suddenly the record of splendour 
succeeded by par CU DCG downfall is broken. 


SUNSET GLORY 143 


Nebuchadnezzar’s gaze is fixed on a government 
which escapes the doom of Babylon and Mace- 
donia and Greece and Rome, which nothing will 
shake, and which endures from age to age. 
Among the discrowned and disinherited monarchs 
he beholds One Monarch, solitary, peerless, whose 
diadem cannot be taken from Him, and whose 
name no enemy can rob of its lustre. “In the 
days of these kings shall the God of heaven set 
up a kingdom which shall never be destroyed.”’ 

Let us leave the prophecy and the history of 
these verses untouched. Let us content our- 
selves to-day with one main lesson: ‘There are 
kingdoms which dwindle and perish, and over 
against them there is a kingdom which is stead- 
fast, immovable, everlasting. 

“The days of these kings ’—that, first of all. 
The transient, briet-lived kings; the tempest- 
driven and uneasy ; honoured and obeyed for a 
season, and then forgotten, with none so poor 
as do them reverence. They have been a large 
company. We find them in many countries 
and many epochs. We have grown singularly 
familiar with them in our own time. They speak 
to us of the fleetingness and the uncertainty 
which mark all human lives and all earthly 
things. 

We think of the fortunes of nations, and we 
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have one illustration of the changefulness. How 
strangely altered the map of Europe is at this 
moment from what it was six years ago! The 
old Austria and the old Turkey are gone. Ger- 
many has lost much of her former self. In their 
place we see a motley of fresh states—a new 
Jugo-Slavia, a new Poland, a new Bohemia, a 
new Esthonia, an increased France and Italy and 
Denmark. The overturning has been on a bigger 
scale than ever before, but it is only a more 
emphatic instance of the mutability which has 
dogged the existence of nations from the be- 
ginning. Here we have no continuing city 
or republic or empire; flux and movement, a 
progress upward for one people, and a descent 
downward for another, have been the rule always. 

Or we scrutinize the inner conditions of a 
single community, and we are made aware of the 
same restlessness. Sometimes the restlessness 
is bad: a sign of ill-health, degeneration in the 
body politic, as when in the society of our own 
land we encounter those who would break too 
rudely and ruthlessly with the traditions and safe- 
guards of the past, and those on the other hand 
who are only stirred into any fire of enthusiasm 
when they are defending the excessive privileges 
of their own class. Sometimes the restlessness 
is good: a token of awakening vitality, a rising 


SUNSET GLORY 145 


out of long-continued sleep, as in the patriotic 
aspirations of the India and China of our day— 
aspirations which have their dangers, no doubt, 
but with which all lovers of liberty must sym- 
pathize. But whether bad or good, the restless- 
ness is manifest the world over. It also is a 
proof that nothing mundane continues in one 
strain. 

Or again we enter the realm of thought, and 
what was fashionable fifty or twenty or even ten 
years ago is discredited and discarded now. The 
conclusions of science, announced though they 
may have been as certain and final, are super- 
seded when a fresh discovery shows them to have 
been merely partial guesses or perhaps complete 
mistakes. The schools of philosophy battle 
against each other; and the acceptance of one 
theory means the extinction of its rival. In 
the eighteenth century the English Deists boasted 
that their arguments had refuted the foolishness 
of the New Testament and the revelation of God 
in Jesus Christ; but nobody in the twentieth 
century reads the English Deists. Yes, “our 
little systems have their day, they have their day 
and cease to be ’—even those of them in which 
there are elements of truth : some more adequate 
system appears, which makes them obsolete and 
drives them out of court. 

10 
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Once more we consider the individual life and 
its shortness and fragility. For a few summers 
and winters you are a king, a queen, in the 
circle of your friends; “none knows you but 
to love you, none names you but to praise.”’ 
But the race is- quickly run; the course is 
finished very soon. The hands that were so 
diligent are compelled to rest; the brain that 
was so eager has no more questions to put and 
answers to give; the heart whose love was a 
refreshment and cordial to the weary and the 
burdened cannot help them any longer. The 
memory of what you were may abide ;_ the 
influence may linger on; the aroma may be 
inextinguishable—God grant it! But you your- 
self are away. Somebody else lives in your 
home and heirs your possessions and does your 
work, The period of your kinghood, swiit as a 
weaver’s shuttle, unsubstantial as a dream of 
the night, is at an end. 

But “the God of heaven sets up a kingdom 
which shall never be destroyed.” Age cannot 
wither it. Surprise and shame and catastrophe 
do not overtake it. It carries the secret of an- 
immortal youth. It goes from strength to 
strength. It is the kingdom in which Christ 
is Saviour and King. 

Its weapon is love. The sword of war, the 
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force of armaments, the shrewdness of diplomacy 
—it does not depend on such things as these. 
Its centre is the Cross on which the Son of God 
died to reconcile the world to Himself. We are 
led to this Cross. We discover there a Redeemer 
divine and human, sufficient and satisfying, who 
has freely assumed the burden of our sin; who 
has won our forgiveness at the cost of His Own 
death ; with whom God is well-content, and in 
whom our souls find all their needs more than 
met. Love so amazing, so sacrificial, so con- 
quering, leads us in chains. It never fails to 
lead in chains every one who really sees it. 
It is the one weapon which, universally and 
eternally, melts and subdues the hearts of men. 
Moreover, the kingdom’s nature is spiritual. 
More power may for a time bear down its Oppo- 
nents and gain its purposes externally at least ; 
but it is entirely unable to make its own the 
minds, the consciences, the wills, and the affec- 
tions of men. These elude it. These remain 
beyond its sceptre and sway. Nebuchadnezzar 
and Alexander and Cesar and Napoleon can 
enslave the body; but they are baffled in the 
attempt to capture the soul. There Christ 
surpasses them. MHis grace, His Cross, His 
Spirit, most irresistible and most sweet, penetrate 
to the innermost citadel of our being and renew 
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the very springs of our life. And the kingdom 
which pierces so deep within us, and which trans- 
figures not our circumstances but ourselves, is 
an indestructible kingdom. 

Further, its servants and soldiers are un- 
fettered and voluntary. They are not coerced 
from the outside. They are a willing people. 
They love their Master, and they will not go out 
free. Gratitude binds them to Him who died 
for them and rose again. Reverence sends 
them forth on the errands of One in whose 
sovereignty of righteousness and holiness and 
meekness and gentleness they see the sole hope 
for the world. Sympathy with His work of 
seeking and saving the lost impels them to take 
their own lowly share in it, whatever comfort 
and ease they may have to forgo in doing so. 
And His own life abiding in them, pulsing, 
prompting, triumphing, makes them glad par- 
ticipants in His afflictions and His victories. 
A kingdom which enlists such propagandists 
and missionaries as these, year after year and 
generation after generation, is in no hazard of 
being undermined and overthrown. 

And thus its duration is everlasting. To be 
in it to-day, redeemed by the Cross of the Saviour, 
a new creation in Christ Jesus, identified with its 
work, praying for its prosperity, suffering if need 
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be in its service, is the passport to a blessed 
immortality. Its Lord and King went through 
death to the glories of the right hand of God ; 
and so will the humblest among us, who is 
associated with Him, and who counts Him 
above all earthly joys. Babylon is dead; 
Athens and Rome are memories of a distant 
past; but it is utterly inconceivable that the 
City of God should sink into ruin, or that those 
who belong to it by simple faith, and have given 
it their intercessions and labours and sacrifices, 
should be doomed to die. It and they are in- 
corruptible and undefiled and unfading. Let it 
have our allegiance now, and we may say at last 
with the boy-martyr, ‘“‘Weleome God and 
Father! Welcome sweet Lord Jesus, the Medi- 
ator of the new covenant! Welcome blessed 
Spirit of grace! Welcome glory! Welcome 
eternal life ! ”’ 

At the door of the kingdom Christ stands, His 
hands outstretched to receive us, and in those 
hands the scars of the wounds by which He 
bought our redemption. Let us believe in Him. 
And then let us yield our spirit, our soul, and our 
body to Him without a single reserve. 


January 1921. 


XIV 


‘“‘ Many ran afoot thither out of all cities.” —MAnrk vi. 33. 
‘“‘ So they ran both together.” —JoHN xx. 4. 


READ this sentence a few days back in an 
article about an old English poet: “ He 
lived easily, he wrote easily, and no doubt he 
died easily.” ‘As with his life, so with his 
poetry,’’—the critic says again—“ he went about 
it quietly, contentedly.” Then I turned to 
another critic who is describing another poet, 
a singer of our own time, cut off in his golden 
youth: ‘‘ He loves a forward motion, the faster 
the better. He is a restless, curious, untiring 
inquirer. He wants to test, to examine, to 
experiment.”” On the one hand, “ He lived 
easily, wrote easily, died easily ’’; on the other 
hand, ‘“‘ He loves a forward motion, the faster 
the better’; there you have two opposite types 
of character. In the realm of religion there can 
be no question that the second type is by far 
the wiser and better. 
When Christ was here on earth there were 
numerous instances oh pane second type. Of 
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course the first had its illustrations too, in the 
Pharisees whom nothing stirred from their 
conventionality and traditionalism, in the people 
who went about life so quietly and contentedly 
that they refused to be moved even by the miracle 
of our Lord’s presence and work. But in the 
Gospels we meet the other class at almost every 
turning—Bartimzus, who would not be silenced ; 
the Syrophenician mother, who would take no 
denial ; the four men who, when they could not 
bring their paralysed friend to Jesus by the door, 
got him in by the roof; the woman at Bethany, 
who broke the flask of costly ointment and poured 
it over His head. You have earnest determina- 
tion there; you have unshakable faith; you 
have militant goodness; you have generosity 
to the point of extravagance. And Christ 
approved them all. He preferred, and He prefers, 
the forward motion, and the faster the better, to 
the prudence, the worldly wisdom, which lives 
easily and hopes to die easily. 

We breathe the same strenuous atmosphere 
when we consider that eager haste which is often 
commemorated by the evangelists. It may be 
worth our while looking at the runners of the 
gospel history. Our Lord was interested in them. 
He never found fault with their running. He 
was only sorry when, like the Galatians whom 
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Paul had to upbraid, after running well, they were 
hindered too soon. We shall please Him if we 
resemble the runners of the New Testament, and 
are men and women who love a forward motion. 

Let us start with this—The running is born 
in a want, a wonder, and a wish. 

In us is a sense of want; out of it springs a 
wonder whether on earth or in heaven the want 
can be supplied ; and the wonder leads on to a 
wish that Jesus Christ, who has wrought so 
many marvels and met so many necessities, 
would take thought for our case and speak to our 
condition. So we run towards Him. We tell our- 
selves that, if His blessings are being bestowed, 
we shall at least be in the quarter where we can 
welcome them. There was the crowd from 
Capernaum, who, when Jesus went away to the 
east of the Lake to win some rest for His wearied 
disciples, ran by the footpath round the northern 
end, and reached His retreat before His vessel 
arrived. He did not blame them for breaking 
in upon His plans and for shortening His leisure ; 
He healed and taught them, and then He relieved 
their hunger for food. Nor did He expect very 
much from them in the way of spiritual know- 
ledge and spiritual desire; they were not yet 
believers on Him; but, as He saw them stream- 
ing across the wilderness, He read their conscious- 
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ness of need, and their dissatisfaction with their 
professional instructors, and their destitution 
of soul now that they had been bereaved of 
John the Baptist ; in His compassionate eyes they 
were sheep that had no shepherd. Therefore 
He spoke to them His words of grace and truth ; 
and who knows how many left that desert place 
with the famine in their hearts appeased by the 
Living Bread ! 

A want, a wonder, and a wish—you perceive 
that it does not require a great deal of preparation 
to send us running to Christ. It is enough that 
we have become aware of an inward unrest, a 
trouble of the spirit we cannot ourselves assuage, 
dim misgivings and yearnings which may baffle 
us to put into articulate language but which 
haunt us none the less persistently. It is enough 
to feel that He can help us as no other can, and 
has both the power and the will to do us good. 
If we really come to Him and leave ourselves in 
His hands, He will first of all gladden us with His 
salvation, and afterwards, I think, He will open 
our understandings and quicken our consciences 
and subdue our wills and intensify our convictions 
of our own poverty and our own sin so long as 
we were without Him. For probably these con- 
victions, in their breadth and depth, follow 
conversion more frequently than they precede 
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it. We seek Jesus Christ half blunderingly, half 
blindly, but oh, so longingly, too, hurrying round 
the Lake that we may find Him; and He receives 
us graciously, and loves us freely, and then sets 
Himself to teach us the lesson of our infinite 
need and His infinite mercy and might. 

But, next, the running is futile and fruitless 
only when the runner halts prematurely. 

‘*“Who would fail for one step withholden ? ” 
The pity is that they are a vast number who 
do thus mournfully fail. We think of one con- 
Spicuous example. “‘When He was gone forth 
into the way, there came one running, and 
kneeled to Him, and asked Him, Good Master, 
what shall I do that I may inherit eternal life ? ”’ 
Never was there a runner more palpably enthusi- 
astic, and never apparently an inquirer more 
honest. Never was there a finer candour, or a 
braver courage, or a loftier aspiration, or a more 
winning charm. Jesus, beholding him, loved 
him. Yet when Jesus tested his readiness to 
travel all the road with One who had not where to 
lay His head, he was sad at the saying, and went 
away grieved, for he had great possessions. He 
failed, you see, for one step withholden—the 
crucial step, the step which should prove that 
he reckoned this world well lost for the kingdom 
of heaven’s sake, 
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Now I suppose that no two souls get from 
Christ precisely the same treatment. He takes 
each man on his own ground, and adapts His 
discipline to what He discovers in each nature. 
He certainly does not enjoin every applicant for 
admission to His family to go first and sell 
whatever he has. But He does bring us all 
face to face with a crisis, a choice. We have 
come to Him running. We have a genuine and 
ardent desire after Him. We may have kept 
the commandments, as the young ruler claimed 
that he had; but something is lacking yet. A 
glory we cannot define floats before our vision, 
like the cup of the Holy Grail gleaming in front 
of the Arthurian knight; and we are sure that 
none but Christ can make the glory a reality 
for us. Therefore we come running. “ But 
wait !’’ He says. ‘‘ Here is a treasure you still 
prize more than Me. Here is an affection you 
will not lower to a secondary place that I may be 
supreme. Here are a self-confidence and a self- 
righteousness to which you cling, though I must 
be all your boast. Here is a doubtful indulgence, 
perhaps even a darling sin, and you cannot bear 
to let it go.” The crisis and the choice assume 
various shapes. The sharp sword of the Captain 
of salvation has different thoughts and intents 
to cleave through in different hearts. But in 
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one mode or in another He tries each of us of 
what spirit we are. 

The rich young man, who was so lamentably 
poor, may have returned to the Saviour on a 
subsequent day; or Dante may be right when 
he saw just outside the gate of Hell “the 
shade of him who made through cowardice the 
great refusal.” The gospel deliberately refrains 
from granting us any glimpse of his future. It 
does not encourage us to vain speculation, and 
it urges us never to expose ourselves to his 
dreadful risk. If we have come running to 
Christ, and He confronts us with a demand 
which staggers us and yet is immeasurably kind, 
let us look to Him and say, “‘ Lord, I believe ; 
help Thou mine unbelief. I would obey; but 
Thou must enable me to obey. Teach me to 
tear my dearest idol from Thy throne ; for, Lord, 
i cannot and will not let Thee go.” 

Let us glance at what is brighter. The running 
is amply repaid when the runner finds the goal. 

With His face steadfastly set towards Jerusalem 
and the Cross, Jesus entered and passed through 
Jericho ; and a man named Zaccheus sought to 
see Him, but could not for the press. So not to 
be foiled, he ran before, and climbed into a 
sycamore tree, and waited there, watchful, 
intent, determined. And he did not run in 
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vain. For Jesus paused under the sycamore, 
and looked up, and summoned Zaccheus down 
and said, ‘‘ This day is salvation come to this 
house.” ‘‘Happy seeker,” as Cromwell wrote 
to his daughter, Bridget Ireton,—“‘ happy seeker, 
and happy finder!’ Or we take another case. 
It was a day of grace in the plain of Gennesaret. 
From village to village the news spread that 
Christ was there. And the people ran through 
that whole region round about, and began to 
carry in beds those that were sick where they 
heard He was, and as many as touched Him 
were made whole. Those peasants and fisherfolk 
knew the time of their visitation, and reaped 
from it a wealthy harvest not for themselves 
alone, but for all their suffering friends. 

Like Zaccheus. we capture the gift of life and 
the forgiveness of sins and the peace of God for 
ourselves when we search for them with the 
whole heart. Like the simple folk of Gennesaret, 
we deliver our neighbours from death when we 
take no rest and give the Good Physician no 
rest. The violent, Christ said, carry the kingdom 
by force, and would that we all were baptized 
into the heavenly and victorious violence! We 
are too apt to abandon hope. We complain, 
“The quest is not for me, who am a publican and 
a sinner,” or “The world is very evil, and the 
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times are out of joint, and it is useless my seeking 
a remedy for the sicknesses and follies of others.” 
You may remember the disappointed princess 
in the poem who had ceased to expect the dawn 
of a better day: “There was no hurry in her 
hands, no hurry in her feet ; there was no bliss 
drew nigh to her, that she might run to greet.” 
Ah! but we must hurry ; we must run. There 
is a bliss which draws nigh those who will not 
be deterred from hurrying and running—a saving 
and unspeakable bliss for themselves, a vicarious 
and healing bliss for the others on whose behalf 
they intercede and labour. He that goeth forth 
and weepeth, bearing precious seed, shall doubt- 
less come again with rejoicing, bringing his 
sheaves with him. 

There is another thing. The running, once 
it has gained its end, is after all simply at its 
beginning. 

For is there any finality in Christ so far as you 
and I are concerned? Is there any possibility 
of our exhausting Him, either in this world or 
in the next ? It is said that Archbishop Laud, 
before the tragedy of his death overtook him, 
asserted proudly that he could inscribe over all 
his enterprises the triumphant word, ‘‘ Done! ”’ 
It was a poor and childish vaunt, which it does 
not become us to utter with reference even to 
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our secular studies and everyday activities. 
But when it is the Lord Jesus Christ with whom 
we are dealing, who of us will dream of writing 
‘*Done ” over our scrutiny of Him, our appro- 
priation of Him, our enrichment by Him, our 
following after Him? That was a day of days 
when He forgave us our iniquities and accepted 
us as righteous ; but that is merely the commence- 
ment. His benedictions are innumerable. His 
salvation is without limit. He has in Himself 
all the treasures of the Godhead, and He gives 
them to us, one in succession to another, as 
we continue taking them from Him in humble 
faith. 

When, having emptied Himself of His glory, 
He lay in His manger cradle, the shepherds 
‘““came with haste” to see the marvel. They 
ran to Him that night; but this initial running 
preluded a thousand thoughts about Him, a 
thousand thanksgivings for Him, and a thousand 
fresh experiences of His grace. When, at the 
other boundary of His ministry, having finished 
transgression, He rose from His sepulchre, there 
were many runnings to and fro. Mary Magdalene 
runneth and cometh to Simon Peter and to the 
disciple whom Jesus loved, to tell them that her 
Lord and theirs was no longer in the tomb ; and 
they ran both together, and the other disciple 
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did outrun Peter. It was an hour filled with 
‘‘forward motions, and the faster the better.’’ 
But for Mary and Peter and John it was only the 
inauguration of an era, throughout which they 
went on and ever on, discovering more and more 
to astonish and content them in Christ crucified 
and risen, forgetting the things which were 
behind and reaching forth to the things which 
are before. 

Yes, we never desist from running, if we have 
tasted and seen that our Lord is good. He is 
the Wisdom of God not for our righteousness alone 
but for our sanctification and our redemption ; 
and we are perpetually resorting to Him, and 
perpetually realizing that there are resources 
and reserves in Him we have scarcely touched as 
yet. The old prophetic word is fulfilled in us, 
“They that wait upon the Lord shall renew 
their strength ; they shall run and not be weary.” 

Christ loved the runners of the gospel story. 
He loves their successors to-day. Let us enrol 
ourselves among them. And let us be certain 
that, directed and steered by Him in His own 
secret ways, we run until we obtain. 


April 1921. 


XV 


“We are the circumcision, who worship by the Spirit of God, 
and glory in Christ Jesus, and have no confidence in the flesh.” — 
PHIL. iii. 3. 


T. PAUL is stating a contrast. And, as his 
manner is, he states it in emphatic words, 

the meaning of which cannot be mistaken. On 
the one side, he puts that type of religion against 
which, ever since his conversion, he had waged 
unrelenting war—the religion which affirmed or 
insinuated that a man must be something of a 
Jew in order to be anything of a Christian, that 
Moses and his ceremonies had an eternal validity, 
and that even in the age of the Gospel there was 
no escape from the observances and punctilios 
of the Law. ‘“ Beware,” the apostle of liberty 
adjures his disciples in Philippi, “‘ of those who 
would shackle you with these fetters’’; and he 
lashes them with a triple scourge. They are 
“the dogs,”’ devouring greedily the refuse and 
garbage of earthly ordinances. They are ‘“‘ the 
evil workers,’ busying themselves over labours 
that do not profit and merits that have no genuine 

it 
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worth, and despising heaven’s easy, artless, un- 
encumbered plan. They are “the concision,”’ 
advocates of a mere physical wounding which 
leaves the soul untouched and unblessed. You 
cannot imagine a severer indictment, a more 
scathing and withering condemnation. 

Then, over against this false religion, Paul 
places the faith he preached and the life he 
commended by precept and example to all whom 
he could reach. Not they but “ we are the cir- 
cumcision,”’ the true Israel of the true covenant, 
sealed and purified—we “‘ who worship by the 
Spirit of God, who exult and boast in Christ 
Jesus, and who have not a vestige of confidence 
in the flesh.’? These, he affirms, are the linea- 
ments of the Lord’s authentic sons and daughters. 

When I read the apostle’s description of a 
genuine Christian, I am reminded of Robert 
Wodrow’s story of the English merchant who 
had occasion to visit Scotland about the year 
1650. On his return home his friends asked him 
what news he brought from the north. ‘“‘ Good 
news,’ hesaid ; “for when I went to St. Andrews 
I heard a sweet, majestic-looking man, and he 
showed me the majesty of God. After him, I 
heard a little fair man, and he showed me the 
loveliness of Christ. I then went to Irvine, 
where I heard a well-favoured proper old man, 
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and that man showed me all my own heart.” 
Robert Blair’s message of the majesty of God, 
Samuel Rutherfurd’s message of the loveliness of 
Christ, and David Dickson’s message of the 
heart of man—they are all wrapped up in Paul’s 
word about the circumcision who render spiritual 
worship, who rejoice in a sufficient Saviour, and 
who have abandoned all faith in self. So what 
you and [ have to do is to learn the threefold 
lesson of the English visitor to St. Andrews and 
Irvine two and a half centuries ago. 

First, there is the lesson of Reverence. “ We 
worship,” writes Paul, “and our worship is by 
the Spirit. We are priests whose priesthood is 
nourished and sustained by the Holy Ghost. 
Life for us is an adoration of the Lord, a fellow- 
ship with the Lord, an obedience to the Lord. 
Robert Blair’s gospel has come home to us, and 
day in and day out we bow before the majesty 
of God.” 

Let us take it of those times when we are 
directly employed in acts of worship. Is the 
worship always simple and true? Is it always 
intent and heartfelt ? Is it always prompted by 
the Divine Spirit, and filled with His hallowing 
presence ? This is what supremely matters, 
not the most careful outward arrangements, not 
the beauty and the pathos and the sublimity of 
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the external ritual. We fail entirely, we miss 
everything, unless we have the vision of God, 
unless we are transported into the Most Holy 
Place of His temple, unless He meets us and we 
fall on our faces as dead, and He lifts us up and 
bids us Fear not. He can do that in the humblest 
surroundings ; in some poor little “‘ Mount Zion 
with Brick Lane at the back of it,’’ we may catch 
sight of His ““sweepy garment vast and white 
with a hem that we can recognize.” Then we 
have worshipped in the Spirit, and our looks and 
features shine as we come away. 

But the rule is not only for our seasons of 
distinct and definite religious exercise ; it is for 
the whole of our history. From morning to night, 
from Monday to Saturday, from January to 
December, the Holy Ghost can keep us near to 
God, can make His truth our guide, can gladden 
us with His promises, can incline us to consent 
and surrender to each whisper and hint of His 
will. There is blessedness in this continual 
recollection of our Father and King; there are 
also awe and sanctity and restraint and command 
__we “‘must be free or die,” we must be blameless 
and harmless and without rebuke, who walk in 
the sevenfold light of the Lord’s countenance. 
When Andrew Bonar was a student in Edinburgh 
he used to meet on his road to the University 
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an old man who had the habit of lifting his hat 
occasionally from his head as he moved along. 
At length the young collegian ventured to ask 
the stranger why he did this, and he got the 
reply, “God is sometimes so close that I have 
to uncover before Him.” There is the picture, 
the summary, of how a Christian should live, 

We reverence the majesty of God. We worship 
by God’s Spirit. 

But, next, there is the lesson of Rapture. 
‘We who are the true circumcision,” Paul Says, 
‘boast and exult in Christ Jesus. Our pride is 
not in tribal or national or ceremonial privileges ; 
our pride is in Him alone who is our refuge and 
our crown, our righteousness and our glory. 
The gospel of Samuel Rutherfurd, the little fair 
man, is dear to our souls, and it is impossible for 
us to make too much of the loveliness of Christ.” 

We triumph in Christ Jesus. It will mean, on 
the positive side, that we are sure and certain 
of Christ’s all-ability. What wonderfulness and 
what worth reside in Him, so that, let our necessity 
be the uttermost conceivable, He can counter it 
and overcome it and exchange it for His Own 
unsearchable riches! There is pardon for us in 
the shedding of His blood. There are God’s 
favour and goodwill for us in His acceptance 
with the Father, His who is our Representative 
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and Redeemer. There are power and wisdom 
and holiness for us in His indwelling life. What- 
ever our want is, He perceives it, supplies it, 
banishes it, whom Rutherfurd calls our “‘ bound- 
less and running-over ”’ Christ Jesus. So our life 
should be a perpetual resort to His storehouse, 
and a perpetual persuasion that in Him we are 
able for anything, and a perpetual psalm and 
hymn and song to His praise. 


“O Christ! He is the Fountain, 
The deep, sweet well of love.” 


We triumph in Christ Jesus. It has its meaning 
on the negative side too. That no trial can gain 
the mastery over us. That no enemy can rob 
us of our victorious experience. That neither 
tribulation, nor distress, nor famine, nor naked- 
ness, nor peril, nor sword, can separate us from 
our Saviour, our Keeper, our Lover, our Lord. 
In the midnight and the prison He abides, and 
we still raise our thanksgivings to Him. Though 
the fig tree does not blossom, and there is no fruit 
in the vines, He is our spring, our summer, and 
our harvest. The biographers of that modern 
mystic and saint, the Sadhu Sundar Singh, depict 
the unutterable peace, the heaven upon earth, 
which flows from his habitual consciousness of 
Christ as solace, as companionship, and as power. 
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The peace, he told them, was intensified at times 
of acute suffering and persecution ; as when his 
adversaries flung him into a dry well in Tibet, 
and closed the lid over his head, and left him to 
die ; or when he was compelled to spend a day 
and a night without food or water, his hands and 
feet in the stocks, and his naked body covered 
with leeches sucking his blood. These are the 
things which test our joy in Christ Jesus. 

Would that it held more constantly true of us 
that we boast and exult and triumph in His 
loveliness ! 

Lastly, there is the lesson of Renunciation. 
** We of the circumcision,” Paul declares, ‘‘ have 
ceased to repose any confidence in the flesh. 
Our human nature, in its own plans and projects 
and resources, is not now our buttress and bul- 
wark, our shield and weapon. We have found 
out the impotence of the self-life, when it is a 
question of pleasing God and winning the meed 
of saints, the white robe and the palm. David 
Dickson’s searching and revealing gospel has 
stolen from us all our foolish pride, for we have 
seen our own hearts—guilty, lost, and helpless 
hearts—that in themselves cannot find the gate 
nor tread the way nor enter the city.” 

This third lesson is bound to follow from the 
other two. If we have looked on the majesty of 
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God, and are being taught by His Spirit to worship 
and adore Him, how stained and unclean, how 
puny and ineffectual must our flesh in its noblest 
estate, our nature at the height and summit of 
its strength, appear in comparison with Him! 
If we have begun to rejoice in Christ Jesus—our 
Wisdom, our Righteousness, our Sanctification, 
and our Redemption—He is All we want, and 
where is there room for self to lift its head and 
to vaunt its achievements ? The new affections 
expel the old. The reverence and the rapture 
lead inevitably to the renunciation. Do you 
remember John Woolman’s dream? In a time 
of sickness, when the end seemed near, in the dark 
night he had the vision. He forgot his own name ; 
he ceased to think of his separate identity. Then 
he heard the angels sing, ‘‘ John Woolman is 
dead,’? and he wondered what their voices 
might mean. In the morning he asked his wife 
and the others round his bed if they knew who 
he was, and they supposed he had lost his wits. 
But by and by, though he was so weak that 
speech was difficult, a divine Power prepared his 
mouth, and he said, “‘I am crucified with Christ, 
nevertheless I live ; yet not I, but Christ liveth 
in me.” The mystery was opened to him. He 
perceived that the language, “ John Woolman 
jS dead,” signified no more than the death of his 
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own will. ‘No more than the death of his own 
will*’—but that is the deepest and _ highest 
thing in Christian experience. When we are 
dead to our assertiveness, our loftiness, our 
righteousness, ourselves, we are children of God 
with whom He is well pleased. 

It is not that our individuality is destroyed, 
extinguished, blotted clean out of existence. It 
is that it is taken up into, and marvellously 
multiplied and enriched by, our union with the 
individuality of our Lord. We renounce our 
independent self to find a fuller self in Him. 
We see and distrust and abhor our own heart, 
and, giving it to Christ, we receive it back a new 
heart, far nobler and better than the old. 

To worship by the Spirit of God, to exult in 
Christ Jesus, and to bid good-bye to our confidence 
in the flesh—no lessons are so well worth master- 
ing. Have we begun to understand them ? 
And are we penetrating more and more into their 
secret ? 


October 1922. 


XVI 


“ Behold, I have graven thee upon the palms of My hands.’ — 
Isa. xlix. 16. 


A] E may rest confident that, whenever these 
later chapters of the Book of Isaiah 
were written, the time and the circumstances 
of which they treat are those of the Babylonian 
Exile. The people of God, for their forgetful- 
ness of Him, for their sin against Him, are in 
captivity. How mournful is the change! how 
sad and culpable the enslavement! Yet the 
captivity is not final. The men and women of 
Judah are too dear to their Lord to be cast off 
for ever. It is the great aim of the Prophet 
to assure them that there is a restoration in 
front of them, and to prepare them for its coming. 
The bright future must not find them unready. 
They must be taught, cleansed, ennobled before- 
hand, that, when the new morning dawned, they 
might welcome its opportunities, its duties, and 
its privileges as they should. 
There were frowning and immense difficulties 
in the way of their homegoing. There were 
70 
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political difficulties which looked insurmount- 
able. The world-power of Babylon—so vast, 
so splendid, so apparently invincible—how was 
it to be overcome, till it allowed its vassals to 
slip from its grasp, and they could snatch from 
its enfeebled fingers the boon of liberty and 
nationality once more ? God solved this problem 
by the agency of Cyrus, who moved down on 
the proud city, and captured it, and set its 
bondsmen free. Kings and kingdoms are in 
His hands, to perform His behests, and to do 
His will. But there were spiritual difficulties 
too even more formidable. Despite the discipline 
of the Exile, the Jews were still far from the 
holiness to which God calls His children. Many 
were idolaters ; many were worldly ; the religious 
had their own mistaken views of how salvation 
should come ; the godly were without clear light 
or simple and prevailing faith. Would God be 
justified in vindicating them before the world 2 
Could He righteously reinstate them in the lofty 
place which had once been theirs ? These were 
the sorest questions to settle; but nothing is 
too hard for the Lord. He sends His prophet 
to the nation with message after message of the 
inward quickening and renewal He has in store 
for its members. If they were to be blessed 
externally, they were themselves to be qualified 
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in heart and in life for the reception of the 
blessing. The happy spring-time which was 
being kept for them would not merely trans- 
figure their outward estate ; it would penetrate 
to the depths of their souls. Thus God dis- 
sipates the difficulties. He makes all His 
mountains a way. He comforts His people, and 
has compassion on His afflicted. 

In our text we listen to Him as He busies 
Himself in His task of consolation. To those 
who are afraid that they may be cast out of His 
sight, this is His answer of peace, ‘‘ Behold, I 
have graven thee on the palms of My hands.” 
What a gracious word it is! Let us rejoice that 
it is never out of date, and is spoken to us as 
well as to the sons and daughters of Jerusalem 
who wept beside the rivers of Babylon. Indeed, 
it should mean more for you and me in this 
Gospel day, when the inmost heart of the Lord 
is laid bare to us in Jesus Christ, and we see 
the Father in the Son. I gather three lessons 
from the text. The first is a lesson of the rich- 
ness of God’s gift. The second is a lesson of 
the victoriousness of God’s faith. And the third 
is a lesson of the enduringness of God’s love. 
If we could but learn these things, if we could 
but live in the recollection of them, our troubles 
would be gone, our cup would run over, our 
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earth would be the suburbs and outcourts of 
heaven. 

First, we have the richness of God’s gift. 

“T have graven ’’—let us halt over that ex- 
pressive verb ; let us consider what it implies. 

I open a book of travels in Palestine, and I 
read of the marks which the inhabitants are 
accustomed to tattoo or puncture on the fore- 
head, the chin, the breast, the arms, the hands, 
and the feet. Generally they are religious 
tokens. They indicate that the man or the 
woman belongs to God; this is the visible 
sign and pledge of consecration. Or I journey 
farther east, to India, and I find Hindu devotees 
who carry imprinted on their brows the name 
of the deity to whom they have yielded them- 
selves ; it is an avowal to the world outside, it 
is a remembrancer to their own minds, that 
they have surrendered all that they are and 
have to the god or the goddess who rules them 
day and night. Or I am told in Church history 
of saints who have meditated so long and so 
profoundly on the wounds of Jesus, that the 
nail-prints and the scar of the spear were actually 
reproduced in their flesh—such is the influence 
of the spirit over the body ; and these stigmata, 
so mysterious and so sacred, were a constant 
proot to them that they were bought with the 
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price of Calvary, and were no longer their 
Own. 

That is the human side. We grave God’s 
name on our nature, on our history, on every- 
thing that pertains to us. He conquers us, and 
we dedicate ourselves to Him. The gift cannot 
be too unreserved or complete. The thoughts 
and conclusions of our reason, the decisions of 
our will, the affections of our heart, the activities 
of our life, our pence and our pounds, our looks 
and our words and our prayers: He is to have 
them all: ‘‘ Not mine but God’s ”’—that is the 
inscription we cut in letters never to be erased 
over each of them. How poor is the offering 
even at its fullest and best! It cannot enrich 
Him who is King of heaven and earth and sea. 
It cannot add to His majesty and wealth. But 
He delights in it, and He longs to have us 
present it to Him. 

But, now, see how God takes this human 
fashion, and transfers it to Himself, and pro- 
fesses that it is the fashion which He follows. 
If we grave His holy name on our hands and 
our soul as evidence that we give ourselves to 
Him, He graves our unworthy name on His 
hands and His soul, as evidence that He gives 
Himself to us. You cannot estimate the differ- 
ence in value, in efficacy, between these two 
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gifts. Ours is right, seemly, fitting; and it is 
prized by Him on whom it is bestowed ; but at 
its largest it is small, and at its holiest it is 
tainted by defect. His is illimitable, almighty, 
without blemish and spot. God _ consecrates 
Himself to us, the Father and the Saviour and 
the Holy Spirit, in His wisdom and His power 
and His purity, and His truth and His love. 
To the Old Testament prophet God was the 
sublimest of conceptions, the embodiment of 
strength that had no bounds, and of tenderness 
that stooped to the neediest, the weakest, and 
the worst. But to a child in our New Testament 
time God is still greater, more wonderful, more 
to be desired. The manger and the Cross and 
the emptied grave of Jesus reveal Him. The 
marvels of Pentecost illustrate what He is able 
and willing to do. And He makes Himself 
over to us, His forgiveness and His righteous- 
ness, His teaching and His keeping, His holiness 
and His omnipotence, His comfort and His 
Sympathy and His peace. To receive Him: it 
is the end of our poverty, it is the satisfaction 
of our hunger, it is the secret of our wealth and 
hope and fruitfulness and joy. 

It is useless attempting to define in speech a 
gift so all-embracing and transcendent. But 
let us sit down and think quietly what it involves 
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to have God grave us upon Himself, in demon- 
stration of the truth that He is yielded and 
devoted to us in His breadth and length and 
depth and height. We require nothing more 
for time or for eternity. 

But, next, we have the victoriousness of God’s 
faith. 

*’ Thee,’”? He says—‘‘I have graven thee ”’ ; 
and the pronoun is well worth lingering over. 
It describes men and women who were disposed 
to take a dark view of themselves and to cherish 
a despondent and cheerless forecast of their 
prospects. “Zion said, The Lord hath forsaken 
me, and my Lord hath forgotten me.” Zion, 
fettered and down-trodden in Babylon, and only 
too conscious of her own impotence and loveless- 
ness, wrote severe and bitter things against 
herself; and the severest of them, and the 
bitterest, was thoroughly deserved and altogether 
true. But Zion’s God did not concede with her 
conclusions. Though He saw much more clearly 
than she did her manifold weakness, her famine- 
stricken condition, and her disappointing char- 
acter, He believed in her still, He refused 
to abandon His trust in her, He predicted for 
her an era of gladness and plenty and usefulness 
and service. “Thee,” God affirmed; “not 
simply thy name which has high associations 
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with it, but thee thyself in thy present forlorn- 
ness and abasement and evil, I have graven 
upon the palms of My hands.” Never was there 
a more victorious faith. 

And it remains God’s faith to this hour. He 
persists in believing in His Church, even when 
captivity and dullness and deadness have fallen 
upon her. He will not entertain the notion that 
this is to be her permanent and abiding state. 
Like the dying Neander, He sees the Aurora, 
the light of daybreak, and morning in the Eastern 
sky. And as with the Church, so with the 
individual Christian. We have our Babylonish 
exiles, though we ought not to have. We con- 
demn ourselves to periods of spiritual barren- 
ness, penury, bondage. But our God will not 
allow that the exile is to last for ever. He 
beholds us raised from dust and death into new 
life, new diligence, new sanctity, new zeal, new 
compassion for men, new likeness to Christ. 
What an abundant and overcoming faith it is! 
And the cause of it? The cause of it is entirely 
in Him. In the unchangeableness of His 
purpose. In the permanence of His affection. 
In the plenitude of His resource. “I have 
graven thee ’’—the “I” is infinite, unalterable, 
measureless, divine; and it does not matter 
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how low, how sunken, how destitute, is the 
“thee ’’?: there is that here which will meet 
and terminate its uttermost necessity, which 
will transmute its weeping into singing, and its 
winter into spring. God’s confidence in the 
Church and in the Christian finds its ample 
justification in His Own nature. 

But, if He so perseveringly believes in us, let 
us take heart of grace and commence to believe 
in ourselves. The danger of backgoing Churches, 
and of negligent and unprofitable Christians is 
that, like the Jews in Babylon, they should 
conclude that God has no more use for them, 
and should fold their hands in a kind of despair- 
ing contentment with things as they are. That 
is a fatal and disastrous temper. First, let 
there be penitence—it cannot be too keen, too 
sorrowlful, too humble—that, through our care- 
lessness, our worldliness, our unbelief, our failure 
to maintain communion with our Lord, we have 
brought the miserable season upon ourselves. 
But then let there be the response to God’s 
undying trust. A rejoicing surprise that, instead 
of casting us off, He clings to us still, and means 
to uplift and employ us again. A lowly accept- 
ance of His pardoning and restoring grace. A 
walk with Him that is meeker, less self-reliant, 
more childlike than it formerly was. Yes, that 
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is how you and I should answer His amazing 
and victorious faith. 

Once more, we have the enduringness of God’s 
love. 

Where is it that He graves the name of Jeru- 
salem, and Jerusalem itself with its households 
and its citizens? It is ‘upon the palms of His 
hands.” There is a whole world of healing and 
invigorating truth in that phrase. 

It means security. The palms of God’s hands 
—the glorious anthropomorphism pictures the 
strongest and most unassailable fortress which 
you can conceive. There is no possibility of an 
enemy approaching those superhuman hands or 
tampering with the image which they bear 
inscribed upon them. They are too invincible, 
too august, too holy. They are beyond reach 
of assault and harm. It means nearness. God’s 
hands, and that which they carry stamped upon 
them, are as close to Him as He is to Himself. 
They are part and parcel of His very being. 
That is where His Church lies. That is where 
the Christian lives. We are bound up, so to 
speak, with His personality, with His existence, 
with His own throbbing and quivering life ; and 
who shall separate us? It means recollection 
and consideration. Whenever God lifts the 
palms of His hands, whenever He looks at them, 
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our portrait, impression upon them, confronts 
and faces Him; and afresh we are recalled to 
His thought, His care, and His supply. It is a 
daring metaphor, because He never for an instant 
forgets us; but it is written for our encourage- 
ment, that all our fears may be dispelled. And 
it means unbreakable and endless union. A 
man’s hands, however strong they are and 
however tender, get wearied at length; they 
droop; they are still and motionless in the 
helplessness of death: they may carry our 
burdens and ourselves for a while, but they 
cannot do it always. But God’s hands! age 
cannot wither them; death cannot overtake 
them; and His love for His people is incor- 
ruptible and undecaying. 

‘*“Heaven and earth may fade and flee, 

Firstborn light in gloom decline; 

But, while God and I shall be, I am His and 

He is mine.” 


The Old Testament delineation of God’s 
hands is beautiful. They are liberal; He opens 
them and satisfies the wants of every living 
thing. They are gentle and kind; He carries 
the lambs in them. They are patient and in- 
destructible ; underneath His children are the 
everlasting arms. But the New ‘Testament 
delineation of God’s hands is far more beautiful. 
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Jesus Christ wears them in life; and they touch 
the lepers, and cure the sick, and are laid in 
benediction on the heads of the little children. 
He wears them in death; and they are stretched 
out on the shameful Cross, and the rough, sharp 
nails pierce them for our salvation. If we are 
graven on the palms of these blessed hands, 
side by side with the wound prints which are 
the certificates of our redemption, is it not 
plain that we are loved with an enduring and 
eternal love ? 

Because we have fled to Him for refuge, 
because we are dwelling in Him every day, let 
us make certain that this God is our God. The 
richness of His gift, the victoriousness of His 
faith, and the enduringness of His love—without 
them we are destroyed and lost; with them 
we have all and abound. 


April 1914. 


XVII 


‘“< T saw visions of God.”—Eznx., i. 1. 


OT very many people see visions nowa- 
days, and those who do are not very 
greatly esteemed. They are regarded as lacking 
practical value. They are disparaged in com- 
parison with the men of affairs, who let no blade 
of grass grow under their strenuous feet, and who 
are too keen and too energetic to miss a single 
golden chance of getting on. We must not 
depreciate these men of affairs. The world 
would lose its way and would fall to pieces 
without them. But it would be a prosaic and 
commonplace and sadly impoverished world if 
the others, the seers, the visionaries, were to 
disappear from it altogether. We could part 
with some of its most successful citizens—million- 
aires and profiteers and politicians—rather than 
part with them. 
Of course there are two things which must 
be remembered. One is, that our visions are 
high and holy, loving and beneficent—visions of 


(sod such as Ezekiel saw by the river of Chebar 
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in the land of his exile. Sir Thomas Browne 
tells us that he fell on his knees in humble and 
devout thanksgiving for every happy dream which 
came to him; and our dreams, whether they 
belong to the daytime or the night-watches, 
should be so lofty and so sweet that on our 
bended knees we can bless our Lord for them. 
And the other thing is this: that obedience must 
succeed contemplation, and activity must com- 
plete vision. “‘ Tasks in hours of insight willed,” 
Matthew Arnold says, “must be through hours 
of gloom fulfilled.” I know no reason why the 
hours should, necessarily and invariably, be hours 
of gloom; some of them may be bright with 
unflecked sunshine; but they will always be 
hours of purposefulness, of decision, of steady 
perseverance, of honest toil. Let these two 
provisos be granted—that our visions emanate 
from God and are approved by Him, and that we 
seek to translate them into act and fact—and 
we may dream to our hearts’ content. 

What, those conditions being realized, will our 
visions be 2? Let us think of a few of them. 

There is what I shall call John Milton’s vision. 

Best known among his prose-writings is the 
book he names by the somewhat cumbrous title 
of Areopagitica. It is a great plea for the liberty 
of printing and the press, liberty which was 
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over-strictly guarded and abridged in his time. 
But, indeed, it is a defence of freedom in every 
department of public life; and there are one or 
two of its splendid sentences which are often 
quoted. Let me remind you of them: ‘‘ Me- 
thinks I see in my mind a noble and puissant 
nation, rousing herself like a strong man after 
sleep, and shaking her invincible locks. Me- 
thinks I see her as an eagle kindling her un- 
dazzled eyes at the full midday beam, purging 
and unscaling her long-abused sight at the 
Fountain itself of heavenly radiance.”’ That is 
the famous Puritan’s vision of civic and social 
righteousness. Is it not one to be cherished and 
followed, to be lived out and striven for, in the 
Britain with which you and I are acquainted ? 
Surely it is among the visions of God. 

We look abroad on the conditions of society 
in these years after the war; and, if we prize 
those things which matter most, our hearts are 
burdened and sore. Numbers of our contem- 
poraries care for nothing but the amassing of 
money. Over against them, numbers more are 
concerned selfishly and exclusively for the 
prosperity of their own industry and occupation. 
There are jealousies dividing men into opposing 
camps, jealousies which ought not to be. Un- 
employment, like some grim spectre, stalks over 
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the land ; and, side by side with the misery and 
the hunger, is a passion for sport which would 
be legitimate within proper limits but which is 
extravagant andextreme. These are not healthy 
signs of the commonwealth. They are ominous, 
portentous, disquieting signs. There must be 
a change, or the outlook will be utterly hopeless 
and dark. 

So may God send you and me John Milton’s 
vision, that of a noble and puissant nation rousing 
herself from her unworthy and calamitous sleep, 
and kindling her eyes at the full midday beam. 
And may He quicken us, so that we shall do our 
part to translate the vision into actuality. By 
keeping our own citizenship free from the tem- 
pers, the suspicions, the compromises, the habits, 
which mar the citizenship of too many. By 
giving our sympathy and our positive help to 
every means and every effort which may lift our 
beloved country to more Christ-like levels. Above 
all, by praying earnestly and patiently for a 
revival of true religion, which will bring all ranks 
and classes back to the feet of God. That is 
how we shall build Jerusalem in our green and 
pleasant land. 

I turn to something else. There is David 
Brainerd’s vision. 

Twelve days before he died—he died in his 
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twenty-eighth year—David Brainerd wrote these 
words in his Diary, ““O, when I get there, how will 
God’s dear Church on earth be upon my mind ! ”’ 
He was confident that his affection and enthusiasm 
for the Church would pursue him into the better 
country. He had served it here without re- 
servation and without pause. He had ridden on 
its errands through the endless woods of New 
Jersey and Pennsylvania. He had gathered to 
its shelter and warmth hundreds of the Red men 
for whom Christ died. He had prayed for its 
well-being with such importunity, such agony 
of his own spirit, that often his clothes were wet 
with the sweat of his intercession, and when he 
tried to rise from his knees he could not stand 
upright. And he expected that, when death 
was past and he was at home with God, he would 
still think about the Church, still send up petition 
and request on its behalf, still labour for its 
advancement in other ways and to larger purpose 
than he had done before. 

How will God’s dear Church be upon my 
mind !—there is a vision of the Lord for you and 
me, a vision to be entertained here and now as 
well as in the heaven of the future. The Church 
is criticized, sharply and cuttingly, in our time. 
Some of the criticism is prejudiced ; some of it 
is blundering and ignorant ; some of it is mere 
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flippancy, the parrot-like echo of what the crowd 
is saying; but some of it is deserved. The 
Church of to-day is not spiritual enough, nor fresh 
and original enough, nor brave and daring and 
venturesome enough. Mary is scarcely wanted 
in this twentieth century to break her box of 
costly spikenard over the feet of Jesus. John is 
condemned for an undue emphasis of zeal if he 
stands too close to the Cross of Calvary. Paul 
is a fanatic when he wishes himself Anathema 
for the sake of his brethren. We who belong to 
the Church are fettered and frozen by respecta- 
bility, conventionality, routine. Who of us is 
prepared to take up the word of an apostle 
and to be “a fool” for Christ’s sake ? Who is 
ready to count the world well-lost, as Mary did, 
and John, and Paul, and David Brainerd ? 

One does wish that the young people may have 
this vision of God, may make haste to ally them- 
selves frankly and fully with the Church which 
Jesus bought with His blood, and by their ardour 
and their love may rouse it to more consecration 
and more courage. “ You must get men of a 
spirit,”? Cromwell said to Hampden at the be- 
ginning of the Civil War, “‘or else I am sure you 
will be beaten still.” The Church of Christ must 
get men and women of a spirit, of the Spirit, 
the gracious and mighty and transfiguring Spirit 
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of God; or it will be beaten in the stupendous 
conflicts it has to face. May some of us see the 
vision, and gird on the sword, and do the work! 

Then there is William Carey’s vision. 

He was a lad of eighteen, a shoemaker’s 
apprentice in. Northamptonshire. And God 
breathed the new life into his soul. And he read 
Captain Cook’s Voyages, and went sailing with 
the Captain in imagination and thought round 
the globe, till he knew more than the author of 
the book about the races of men and their needs 
and sorrows and sins. And out of the crude 
materials that his cobbler’s shop could provide— 
brown paper and paste and ink—he constructed 
maps of the countries of the world; and when- 
ever he fixed his eyes on them, he saw their 
idolatries, their superstitions, their cruelties, 
till he was weary with forbearing and could not 
stay. Then the vision was sublimed into fact. 
He founded in Kettering his little missionary 
society of twelve members. And, next year, he 
became himself its first ambassador, and went 
away to India, to expect great things from God, 
and to attempt and accomplish great things for 
God. 

How much we want souls on whom Carey’s 
vision has dawned of the “ regions beyond,” with 
their thirsting and dying millions, and to whom 
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Carey’s call is coming to go and make disciples 
of the nations in the name and power of Jesus 
Christ! The cause of missions is suffering at this 
moment from our niggardliness in parting with 
our silver and gold ; it is suffering yet more from 
the refusal of men and women to dedicate their 
own selves to it. There cannot be for a Christian 
a more honourable life-work ; and there is none 
likelier to be fruitful of good. Especially is 
that true at this particular hour of history. It is 
a season, a crisis, of extraordinary movement, 
extraordinary opportunity, extraordinary re- 
sponsiveness, among the non-Christian races ; 
would that more of us in the home-lands grasped 
its possibilities, and answered its insistent and 
pathetic and mighty summons! When the 
Lord Jesus Christ taught you and me His saving 
truth, and when He dowered us with His eternal 
life, He never meant that we should keep these 
treasures to ourselves. He meant that we should 
“see the folk, bound who should conquer, slaves 
who should be kings,” and, once we had the 
vision of the bondmen and slaves, should carry 
to them the good news which has made us glad. 
Shame on us if we defraud them and disappoint 
Him ! 

I come to the last thing. There is young 
Perpetua’s vision. 
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She was twenty-two. She came from a wealthy 
home. She had been lately married, and God 
had given her her first-born child. Her cup of 
joy was full to overflowing. But she was a 
Christian, and it was a crime to be a Christian 
in those years when Roman Emperors persecuted 
the friends of the Nazarene. So they threw her 
into prison in Carthage, and sentenced her to 
be tossed to a wild bull in the amphitheatre. 
But God comforted her by visions. She saw a 
ladder whose top rested in heaven. On either side 
of it knives and javelins were fixed, and a huge 
dragon lay just underneath, and it was so narrow 
that one person only could climb it at a time. 
But, as Perpetua looked, a divine Hand led her 
towards the ladder, and she placed her foot on the 
dragon’s head, and mounted step by step the 
dangerous stair. And at the top was a garden, 
and the Good Shepherd Himself came to her and 
said, in the homely dialect of North Africa, half- 
Latin and half-Greek, “‘ Bene venisti, tegnon ! ’’— 
‘“You are welcome, my child!’’ And He gave 
her the bread and milk of paradise ; and, when 
she awoke, she had the taste of them in her 
mouth. 

Perpetua’s vision must take precedence of all 
the others—John Milton’s and David Brainerd’s 
and William Carey’s. It is the vision of personal 


SUNSET GLORY 191 


sanctity, personal holiness. God invites us to 
live in His paradise, here in this present life ; 
and to eat the food of angels; and to be 
strengthened with might by His own Spirit. 
Certainly there are difficulties always, fightings 
without us, not seldom fears within. The ladder 
has its knives and javelins in the end of the 
Christian age as in its beginning, the only differ- 
ence being that they are cloaked and hidden 
more subtly than they used to be. The old 
dragon will prevent us from climbing if he can. 
And our own powers are totally inadequate. But 
we have the Good Shepherd to enfold our 
trembling hand in His pierced and kingly Hand, 
to fail us in no emergency, to perfect us as we 
trust Him daily and wholly. The vision has a 
constant and continuous fulfilment, and_ it 
marches forward to a crowning fulfilment by 
and by. God make it your vision and mine! 

We must begin by casting ourselves—guilty, 
lost, and helpless—on His mercy in Jesus Christ. 
All things are possible after that, all heavenly 
visions capable of being rendered into experi- 
ence, till He who is feeble is as David, and David 
as the angel of the Lord. 


October 1921. 
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HEN Alexander Smellie published 

the book ‘‘In the Hour of Silence” 
it was his first appearance as an author. 
With that book, however, he took a place 
in the front rank of devotional writers, 
Later there followed the great Scottish 
chistorical book entitled ‘‘Men of the 
Covenant,” which revealed him in a new 
light as a profound historical scholar and 
a writer of English prose second to none 
of his day. After that, every year of his 
life added to his reputation, and when he 
died the public notices showed that he had 
won distinction with every year of his life. 
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